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THE NEW full-size, full-tread, ample five-passenser capacity: 65 
Nar von 
f \ to 70 miles pet hour, but uses less gas than any six of corre 
sponding power 4 Same easy riding quality Marmon has long 
been noted for _z- Good looks and style distinction entirely 
unlike the average «production car” Try the today: 


Agreeably appointed 


private rooms en suite 


olden State Limited 


Chicagorss Los Angeles 


No train faster or finer to Southern California. The choice of discriminating travelers who 
value time; to whom deft service and complete appointments are important. Only Southern 
Pacific offers choice of four routes going and returning. Over these routes, in addition to 
“Gotpen State Limirep”, are the fast, fine—“Sunser Limirep” (San Francisco-Los 
Angeles-Houston-New Orleans), “San Francisco OveRLAND LimitEp” (San Francisco- 


Lake Tahoe-Chicago), the “Cascapg” (San Francisco-Portland, Oregon; thence East). 


Southern Pacific 


Write to E. W. Crap, traffic manager, Dept. P-12, room 1022, 310 Michigan Boulevard, 


Chicago, for complimentary booklet, “HOW BEST TO SEY THE PACIFIC COAST”. 
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Varying in mode with the centuries, iewelry 
has been the magic medium with which to 
express sparkling charm of personality 


FTS LAST 


Consult your Teweler. 


NATIONAL JEWELERS PUBLICITY ASSOCIATION 


HAVE YOU MADE Your 
WILL? 


(Appoint the Mutual Distrust Co, 
Your Executor!) 


Have you ever stopped to consider the 
enormous number of deaths resulting 
from matrimony in this country? 
Statistics recently compiled show that 
out of every ten men who marry, SEV. 
EN die a violent death! Of these, four 
choke to death on early biscuits, one 
is poisoned (either accidentally or in 
the normal course of events), one is 
stabbed or mashed with a pair of 
bronze book-ends, and one dies of re- 
volver, rifle or machine-gun wounds, 
Of every fifty men who many, 
TWENTY-FIVE escape by suicide, 
twenty are released by the merciful 
dispensation of insanity, and the re- 
maining five contract alimony and die 
of starvation. The death rate is higher 
in marriage than in any other danger- 
ous calling. In no other human activity 
are the instruments of destruction so 
close at hand—an instant’s work with 
an innocent fruit-knife and it is all 
over!. .. Examine these facts carefully. 
You will come to the inevitable con- 
clusion that no bachelor should allow 
more than a few hours to elapse be- 
tween the filing of marriage intentions 
and making his will, especially if his 
life is insured. Only too often the vic- 
tim of matrimony puts this important 
precaution off until he shall be settled 
in his new home—and then never 
even comes back from the honeymoon. 
Do the sensible thing at once. Let us 
draw up your will, providing that in 
case of your death by violence, your 
entire estate shall go to the Home for 
Blind Baseball Umpires, thereby pro- 
tecting yourself from your dear ones 
and insuring your future peace of 
mind. H. F. 


TAKING IT 

A maw took his wife with him for the 
first time to see a prize-fight. 

In the first round Battling Bunko 
knocked Young Attaboy down six times, 
moved one of his ears a few inches, 
dented one of his eyebrows and disar- 
ranged his nose. 

In the second round Battling Bunko 
continued his advantage by sending in 4 
terrific barrage of body blows. 

The third and fourth rounds were much 
the same as the first two. 

When the fifth round began, with Bat- 
tling Bunko still continuing his - 
slaughts, the young woman shook her 
husband’s arm and exclaimed: 

“Goodness! I wish that Young Atte 
boy would be a little less conservative.” 

—Youngstown Telegram. 


A pvetver into such matters s@ys 
there are only seven original jokes, the 
first of which unquestionably is, “I @@ 
through with girls forever.” 

—Detroit News. 
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ODAY your mashie may be a favorite, to- 

morrow a demon incarnate. Tomorrow you 
may be hitting your long iron shots like a pro. 
The next day, like a duffer. One club—always 
oneclub ruining your game. But quite frequently, 
not the same club two days running. Is there a 
cure for this trouble so common among golfers? 


Of course, there is nothing that will make 
certain of a golfer's playing alt his shots equally 
well every day. We do know, however, how he 
can get Closer to it. 


Look at the clubs pictured at 
the right. Here is a perfect case 
of incompatibility. These clubs 
were never made to get along 
together. They don’t lie alike. 
They don’t feel alike. The cen- 
ters of balance—indicated by the 
dotted line—have no relation 
one to the other. Each club 
requires a little different swing and timing. To 
master all of them, you would have to master 
six different swings. Is it any wonder that the 
mashic may be off one day? The midiron the 
next? Yet these are an average set of golf clubs 
—the kind most golfers carry. 


Compare them with the set of Spalding Kro- 
Flite Irons shown at the right. These clubs are 
so accurately related, and have their weights so 
cleverly distributed, that with your eyes 
closed, you cannot tell which one of the 
clubs you are swinging. And because they 
all haveexactly the same swinging weight, 
your swing and timing are exactly the 
same for all of them. A practice swing 
with one is a practice swing for every 


©1928—A. G. S. & B. 


( AND AN EXCELLENT WAY TO AVOID IT ) 


club in the set. Note, too, that the line drawn 
through the centers of balance parallels the tops 
of the shafts. This is an exact relationship. 

And these Kro-Flite clubs have an exact 
relationship of lie to lie. The graduation of pitch 
from blade to blade is exact. Even the tortion 
and resilience of the shafts are matched. Doesn't 
itstand to reasonthat, with suchasctof clubs, a 
player hasafar betterchanceof playing auniform 
gamethan with theill-matedclubsshownabove? 

Spalding has also planned the distribution of 
metal in these irons so that the “sweet spot"’ 
comes in exactly the same place on every club 
face. This is the one spot that gives greatest 
distance and sweetest feel to the shot—and 
Spalding has marked it for you to see, right in 
the steel! 

A word about that steel, too—it is a marvelous 
mild stecl. You may hear it said that a hard, 
brittle steel is better for aclub-head. The answer 
to that is that there isn’t a prominent golf star 
at home or abroad who owns clubs with hard 
steel heads—they all know that hard steel pre- 
vents that delicacy of control which is essential 
to championship golf. 

Spalding originated and patented this idea of 
matching olf” clubs—both irons and woods. 
And because these clubs are patented, their fea- 
tures cannot be imitated. Spalding also orig- 

inated the idea of giving you two ways 
to buy them. 


Buy one club at a time if you wish 
Take yourchoice—buy cither the famous 


/ KRO-FLITE 


CLUBS 


Related Clubs— 
Sold one at a time. 


GOLF 
Registered Sets— 
Sold in sets only. 


Spalding Registered clubs, which are sold in 
sets only, or build up a set, one or two clubs at 
a time, by getting the Kro-Flite Related Irons, 
which are sold individually. 


Kro-Flite Related Irons come in three weights, 
and are indexed by one (_ §), two 4), and 
three crows. Theclubsin each group, 
or weight, are accurately related in pitch, lie, 
balance and feel. You can build up a perfectly 
related set of clubs—from driving-iron to 
mashie-niblick, simply by selecting clubs of the 
same index—whether you buy them all at once 
or one club at a time. Kro-Flite Related Irons 
are $6.50 each. 


The Spalding Registered Kro-Flite sets of 
woods and irons were the first matched sets ever 
offered to golfers. These clubs are never sold 
individually. The set of six perfectly matched 
irons is $50. The Wood Set, consisting of twin 
driver and brassic, is $30. Spoon to match is $15. 
A complete record of every Registered club is 
kept by Spalding, so that exact duplication is 

ssible at any time. Should a Registered club 
fe lost or broken, simply send your set number 
and club number to Spalding and an identical 
club can be made for you. 


Let your professional outfit you—either one 
at a time with Kro-Flite Related Clubs, or all 
at once with aRegistered Kro-Flite set. 
dealers also carry these clubs, and of course all 
Spalding stores. 


SEND FOR THIS FREE GOLF BOOKLET, 
entitled ‘“Your’ Game Begins Before You Start 
to Play’. Address A. G. Spalding & Bros., 
L.-5, 105 Nassau Street, New York City. 
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Dont look tired in the 


morning --- easy 


to avoid it. 


HY start the day with a “sleep- 
famished” look to your face—a 


pale, haggard cast toyour complexion and 
a skin that looks more dead than alive? 


Pep up. Shake off the cobwebs. Look and 
feel alive, bright, refreshed, clear-headed. 
It’s easy this new way, and you do it 
yourself—after shaving .< . in just about 
10 seconds. 

Here’s the secret. The minute you get thru 
shaving, splash ona few drops of Fougere 
Royale, the new skin freshener. The effect 
is like magic—just like sitting down and 
getting massaged by your favorite barber. 
It not only wakes your skin a 
brings the good red blood to the surface 


ale 


Shaving Lotion, 75¢ 
AI 
Shaving Stick, 75¢ 
Taleum, 
Eau Vegetale, $1.25 
Facial Soap, 50¢ 


—stimulates your facial muscles, but it 
soothes, cools and smooths your skin as 
well. It’s styptic too—stops bleeding. 
You'll like it. Everybody does. 


And if you want to do the thing up really 
right, try Fougere Royale Shaving Cream 
—the non-caustic, non-irritating, perfect- 
ly balanced shaving cream. No burn or 
smart to this one. And it gives you the 
coolest, sweetest shave you ever had in 
your life. Both members of this wonder- 
ful shaving team are mildly perfumed 
with Fougere Royale (Royal Fern), a 
wholesome, outdoor fragrance that men 
are proud of. Write for generous samples 
if you wish. Mail the coupon below now. 


HOUBIGANT, Inc., Dept. L6 
539 West 45th Street, New York City 
You may send me without charge trial 


containers of Fougere Royale After- 
Shaving Lotion and Shaving Cream. 


Name 


Address 


State 


City 


BALLYHOOING BEAUTY 
Arise, slaves to folly, awake, slaves to 
duty, 
And fall into ranks for your latest 
command! 
Your ravishing queen is the svelte 
bathing cutie 
And Beauty, her consort, now 
reigns o’er the land. 
The urge that’s cosmetic—the arty, 
aesthetic 
Disdain of the plain—our domain’; 
in its grip. 
The Winged Steed is ready, well sad- 
dled and steady— 
Come, fly through the sky on a 
sightseeing trip! 


Those twin Grecian towers  sur- 
rounded by flowers, 
In bowers where love lyrics Sapphic 
Might well have been spoken, are 
there to betoken 
The routes for vehicular traffic. 
Those Tudor ménages are service 
garages 
Whose pumps stand in Turkish 
One purchases candy and restrooms 
are handy 
In yonder Mohammedan mosques. 


Behold thousands trudging to board- 
walks where judging 
Of maidens at noon will commence, 
Where feminine aces will go through 
their paces 
And figures and faces will fence; 
Where stunning Miss Scranton and 
cunning Miss Canton 
Will tilt with their tresses and eyes, 
And hard they will fight ’til one cap- 
tures the title 
Of Miss U. S. A. as her prize. 


The cutest of kiddies in rompers and 
middies 
Compete for the Baby Show cups; 
Yon billboards for crullers, hand- 
painted in colors, 
Yon kennels for pedigreed pups, 
Yon posters for fistic events are af- 
tistic— 
Oh, pity the citizen’s lot! 
The new Beauty hounds him, astounds 
and surrounds him— 
Whether he likes it or not! 


Arthur L. Lippmann. 


INFINITE CARE 
Janet: He’s really clever; he carved 
the Lord’s Prayer on the head of a pin. 
Atys: That’s nothing; my Harry 
can make a complete turn on a night- 
club dance floor. 


A Texas newspaper columnist 
has given up his job because he said 
he ran out of ideas. Another recruit 
for the movie subtitle writers. 


‘AFTER SHAVING LOTION | 
d 


COLONIAL BEAUTY 


(haste and Unadorned 


If you found this pattern in an antique shop, or in 
some old New England homestead, you would count 
it a discovery of first importance. In design, crafts- 
manship, finish, the Mothers pattern faithfully re- 
flects each minute characteristic that marks the de- 
lightful hand-wrought silver of our forefathers. 


Mothers is, in fact, an authentic copy of a very old, 
very fine hand-wrought pattern. In every aspect but 
age it is an antique—the treasured heirloom of 
tomorrow. 
With so rich a Colonial background it is only natural 
that Mothers should blend gracefully with the modern 
Colonial home. 
‘ It is produced in Sterling silver by the Gorham 
MOTHER'S DAY IS MAY 13th Master Craftsmen in complete Dinner and Tea Sets. 
What could be more appropriate than a Gift of Especially recommended as gifts to lovers of Ameri- 
cana are: Teaspoons—$10 for 6; Steak Set—$15 for 
3 pieces; Salad Set—$14 for 2 pieces. Your jeweler 
will show you these pieces as well as many other 
Gorham patterns. 


GORHAM 


PROVIDENCE, R. NEW YORK, N. Y. 
MEMBER OF THE STERLING SILVERSMITHS GUILD OF AMERICA 


“Whatever your taste—whatever your favorite period — you will find among Gorham’s 27 patterns in Sterling a silver service to harmonize’ 


AMERICA’S LEADING SILVERSMITHS FOR OVER 90 YEARS 
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A style leadership in men’s hosiery has been estab- 
lished by these smart-patterned Phoenix socks. 
And their good looks are preserved through 
long service by their wear-resisting quality. 


PHOENIX HOSIERY 
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Foreword 


¥ You will have observed, on the cover of 

| this issue, a modest announcement to the 
effect that this is the new Lirs. Beyond 
that, there is little to be said. 

A great many people who happen to 
| take an interest in the welfare of this 
| publication are sure to ask us, “Why did 
| you do it?” To them we can give nothing 

more than the brief answer, “Because we 

wanted to.” 

In the forty-five years of its existence, 
| Lire has always been subject to change, 
with or without notice. It has never 
settled down irrevocably into any one 
fixed policy or any one fixed form. If it 
had done so it would have vanished long 
since from this earth. 

The present editorial staff of Lire ex- 
pexienced an impulse and, true to tradi- 
uon, we obeyed it. We felt that Lire 
should have more substance, more au- 
thority, more force and more of the va- 
riety which is its essential spice. We 
found that, in our old form, there was 
insuficient elbow room. So we decided 
to adopt a new form. 

The results of our efforts are apparent 
in this issue. We commend it to your 
attention. 


An explanation of the manner in which 
the new form was devised would involve 
considerable discussion of typography and 
make-up, with frequent references to 
| “picas” and “ems.” The average person 
| has taken no interest in these subjects 
since crossword puzzles went out of style, 
so we shall make no attempt to describe 
the processes involved in the preparation 
li] of this issue. 

| Suffice it to say that the task of de- 
A signing this new Lire was accomplished 
| by Mr. William A. Dwiggins, of Boston, 
Massachusetts. 


} Many of the regular contributors to this 

A new Lire are survivors of past régimes 

f and need no introduction to our more 
steadfast readers. 


E. S. Martin’s editorials will continue, 

as will Robert Benchley’s play reviews, 
RR. E. Sherwood’s movie reviews, Arthur 
A| Guiterman’s rhymed reviews and “Mrs. 


Pep’s Diary,” by Baird Leonard. 


Among the new contributors are the 
following: 


Henry Suydam, who will write each 
week of personalities and affairs (public 
and private) in Washington, D. C.,; 


John Kieran, who will discuss sport in 
its manifold aspects and phases; 


Walter Winchell, who will contribute 
a series of letters to a friend in the West, 
retailing all the current chatter and patter 
of Broadway; 


Agnes Smith, who will report her 
opinions on the subject of radio broad- 
casting; and 


Edmund Pearson, who will contribute 
occasional articles on the fine art of crime. 


In THE department headed “Neighbor- 
hood News,” Lire will publish corre- 
spondence from cities and towns in all 
sections of North America. We have al- 
ready established representatives in many 
localities—Franklin P. Adams in New 
York, Neal R. O’Hara in Boston, Elmer 
C. Adams in Detroit, and others else- 
where (see pages 11 and 12). 

We hope to extend the scope of this 
department considerably, and will be glad 
to hear from prospective correspondents 
in those communities that have not 


already been covered. 


we've hitched 
more stars 


to our wagon 


In fact, we shall be glad to hear from 
anyone on any subject whatever. 
Lire is a national publication, and we 
are determined above all things to ex- 
ress a national point of view—if there 
is such a thing. (Nore: There is.) 
Furthermore, Lire is published for no 


one political group, no one social class, 
no one sex, No one section. 

For these reasons, our columns are 
open to all sorts of contributions from all 
sorts of contributors, famous or obscure, 
Easterners or Westerners, employers or 


our contributors 
practically 


employees, Republicans or Democrats, 
automobile owners or pedestrians. 

Of course, we shall reserve the right 
to accept and publish only those contribu- 
tions which happen to agree with our 
own views at the moment. There’s no 
sense in being too darned broad-minded. 


In tHE building which contains the edi- 
torial offices of Lire are the headquarters 
of the Guggenheim Fund, where Col. 
Charles A. Lindbergh has desk room. 

On the day when this issue went to 
press, we were returning from lunch and 
noticed a crowd gathered on the side- 
walk before the entrance to the building. 
They were watching a ruddy-faced young 
man conversing with a motor-cycle cop. 
Presently the young man climbed into a 
car and, preceded by the motor-cycle with 
its screaming siren, dashed off toward 
the sgth Street bridge which leads to 
Long Island. 

Six hours later, we were informed over 
the radio that Lindbergh had landed on 
the Plains of Abraham, at Quebec, five 
hundred miles away, carrying with him 
the serum for his gallant comrade, Floyd 
Bennett, who was at that moment 
making a final, desperate fight for life. 

Working in such an environment, is it 
any wonder that even the editors of a 
comic weekly should become infected 
with the desire to be up and doing— 
the ambition to reflect, in some small 
way, the incredibly stirring times in 
which we live? 


Lire. 


=. 


y 
everywhere |) 

* * 
fl 

f 


“This cow of ours is just like one of the family.” 


“Which one?” 


The Hay Center Progress Club 
Takes Drastic Action 


“Wuereas, The Almighty has seen fit to 
create a thriving community known as 
Hay Center, a city of opportunity and in- 
dustry that has grown from a ula- 
tion of 123 in 1908 to 1,768 in 1928 (based 
on latest available U. S. Census esti- 
mates) and 

“Wuereas, The Hay Center Progress 
Club recently by unanimous vote decided 
to stage a big celebration on May 27, 
1928, in joyous commemoration of the 
founding of Our City, and 

“Wuereas, It was suggested that the 
Prince of Wales be invited to attend the 
opening of the celebration and take part 
in the horse races, and 

“Wuereas, The sum of eighty-three 
dollars and seventy-two cents ($83.72) 
was appropriated from the general fund 
of the Hay Center Progress Club to de- 
fray the expenses of a long-distance tele- 
phone call to the Prince of Wales, and 

“Wuereas, The party that answered 
the telephone in London and talked to 
the president of this club was not the 
Prince of Wales and said the Prince was 
unable to come to the phone then, and 

““Wuereas, This club is not accustomed 
to being treated that way by anybody, 
and especially resents the insinuation of 
the fellow who answered the telephone 
that he did not even know where Hay 
Center was 

“Now Therefore Be It Resolved, That 
the Hay Center Progress Club, in special 
session, demands that the Prince of Wales 
make public apology for this procedure 
without delay, and 


“Be It Further Resolved, That in the 
event this incident leads to serious inter- 
national complications between the 
United States of America and Great Brit- 
ain, the members of the Hay Center 
Progress Club will side with the United 
States of America, and 

“Be It Even Further Resolved, That 
copies of this resolution be sent to the 
Prince of Wales, the King and Queen of 
England, the President of the United 
States, the Secretary of State, Mayor 
Thompson of Chicago and the Hay 
Center Weekly Clarion.” 


Chet Johnson. 


In Cuicaco 


“Wasn’t Dago Mike elected?” 
“Naw, both our machine guns jammed.” 


The Fettered Eagle 


mil gout, of, my mind it people da 
Part of the clean, far air, the winds anj 
the drifting clouds, 
Over the mountain peaks, into the end. 
less blue; 
Why should he find his cage in the rush 
of the peering crowds 
Who jostle and shove and clutch to ge 
if his wings are true? 
What do they know of wings, what & 
they know of dreams 
Born of the sunset’s glow where only 
the star dust streams? 


Diving deep in the clouds or riding the 
open sky, 
One with the roving gales that travd 
the circle’s girth; 
Finding peace in the storms where only 
the wild birds fly, 
Why must they build a cage whenever 
he comes to earth? 
Why, when his pinions dip down from 
the starry quest, 
Why must they drive him back into th 
storms for rest? 


You’ve seen an eagle sail where the blue 
mist gleams and dies, 
Out from his eyrie home, free as the 
winds of God; 
You’ve seen an eagle caged, looking with 
sombre eyes 
Into the mass whose feet are heavy 
upon the sod; 
What do they know of dreams, out of the 
star dust spun, 
What do they know of wings soaring 
into the sun? 
Grantland Rice. 


EXTERNAL 


“Arter the way you carried on with 
that carrot-topped cat at the Smithsons’,’ 
she wrote, “I don’t want to see o 
hear from you any more. Please do not 
ever speak to me again, and anyway, she’s 
old enough to be your maiden aunt. It 
will be useless for you to call or try © 
communicate with me in any way, as! 
never want to speak to you again. 
“GRACE DE JONES. 


“P. S. Don’t forget our phone num 
ber has been changed to Vandyke 
0234.” 


“Wnat’s holding up the main bout?” 
“The flyweight champion showed up 
with specs on.” 
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“Damn it, Joe—we’ll have to go back to Pittsburgh. I forgot to dot that i.” 


Crime and “Punishment” 


Tue satirist who would write about 
crime must find the situation pretty dis- 
heartening. He cannot keep up. Lorelei 
Lee, in “Gentlemen Prefer Blondes,” 
found a revolver in her hand “some- 
how,” and it went off “somehow,” and 
hit Mr. Robinson in the liver. Roxy 
Hart, in the play “Chicago,” stretched 
her man cold at her feet, but she was 
represented to the jury as an angel. The 
tearfully acquitted her and we laughed 
at them. Why laugh? The play was not 
burlesque, but sober realism. 

The murderer in America may be pun- 
ished—a littkk—if he commits a common- 
place murder. There are five or six 
chances in a hundred that he may be 
detained in jail for a few years. 

But if he commits a brutal and out- 
rageous murder, up pops someone, usu- 
ally an alienist, to say: 

“You mustn’t punish him! His crime 
was too brutal.” 

Remus, in Ohio, goes to jail for boot- 
legging, but when a realizes what the 
public really wants, he murders his wife, 
and is promptly set free, with three cheers 
and many pats on the back. 


Mrs. Velma West, also in Ohio, caves 
in her husband’s head with a hammer. 
This looks a bit nasty, so the apologists 
get ready. It was a protest against life in 
a small town, caneliin to some of them. 
It was a case of split personality, say the 
others. Naturally, nothing must be done 
to her, for you might get hold of the 
wrong personality. 

The trial approaches, however, and 
then a good excuse is found. It was not 
a clean murder at all: there was, mixed 
up with it, a scandal about another 
woman. Plainly not a murder trial for 
the home folks: unwholesome for the 
wife and the kiddies. Everyone apolo- 

izes to Mrs. West, and she goes to prison 
For a short term. She smiles brightly and 
remarks that she is looking forward to a 
life in the open air; that she loves life 
and longs to live it. That is the way of 
youth, she says. A few old grumblers 
thought that perhaps the late Mr. West 
may have had similar ideas. 

A lady in North Carolina murders her 
father and buries him beneath the floor. 
Then, under the influence of religion, 
she confesses to a preacher. He informs 
the authorities. But the jury acquits her, 
not because they think her innocent, but 


to show the preacher that they deem him 
to be no gentleman. 

Whenever the death penalty is debated, 
a dozen eminent men remark solemnly: 

“Capital punishment is not a deterrent 
to murder.” 

This remark, as a contribution to wis- 
dom, is entitled to ‘ust as much respect 
as the rhyme about the Old Man of 
Tarentum. It belongs to the same class 
of literature—that is, pure nonsense. 
Capital punishment has always decreased 
murder, and sometimes stopped it alto- 

ether, in the places and periods when it 
- been tried. Witness, California in 
Vigilante times, and certain brief experi- 
ments in various large cities. It is deter- 
ring murder today in Canada, and our 
gunmen are careful to abstain from 
shooting when they go across the border. 

Recently, in New York, there was a 
Mrs. Johnson, who felt full of complexes 
and took a shot at her husband. He was 
hurt rather badly, and had to be re- 
moved to the hospital. She explained it 
all on the ground of a little idiosyncrasy. 
From a child, it appears, she was always 
a dead shot, if she closed her eyes. 

“Even as a girl,” she said, “if I shut 
my eyes, when I threw an apple at a 
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“If ya wanta play baseball wit’ us, ya gotta go out in th’ field.” 


tree, I was always sure to hit it. That’s 
what must have happened when I aimed 
at Mr. Johnson.” 

And, of course, whatever turn Mr. 
Johnson’s wound may take, we can’t 
penalize Mrs. Johnson. There’s no law 
in New York against a lady’s shutting 


her eyes. Edmund Pearson. 


SUMMER SIGNS 


“Say, Silas, you go and take them boards 
off the windows in that old spare room. 
I don’t think it will get very wet in there 
if it rains just a little bit, and then you’d 
better put buckets under those holes in 
the roof so when it does rain the water 
won’t run down through the floor into 
the kitchen. Then you go out to the dog- 
house an’ bring in that old straw mat- 
tress. I guess it won’t hurt the dog to 
sleep in the barn the rest of the summer. 
After that you nail one end of that old 
bed to the floor and brace it so it won’t 
fall down so easy. Those two chairs there 
should be fixed the same way. Then you 
go out to the chicken house and bring in 
that old pitcher I been a-feeding the 
chickens with, and that old glass and 
cake of soap out by the horse trough, and 
while you’re about it get that broken mir- 
ror in the tool shed. Then this afternoon 
you’d better go to town and see if that 
sign painter has our “Tourists Comfort- 
ably Accommodated” sign finished.” 
Scott Brown. 


A Nose for News 


“PART-TIME woman desires situation; 
5 Malden st; Hancock 4358.” 


—Advertisement in Boston newspaper. 
“Rep-Hor Mamma—don’t you try to 


part-time me.” 


“LIQUOR-LADEN AUTO FOUND OVER- 
TURNED NEAR ALEXANDRIA 


“Sixty-four Half-Gallon Jars Are Discov- 
ered in Wreck at Hunting Creek 


“LEGION POST ARRANGES CELEBRATION” 
—Washington Post. 
Trust the war veterans to get there first. 


“NEW SEX COMING 
“ANNOUNCEMENT EXPECTED IN NEXT 
Few WEEks” 

—Columbus (Ohio) Dispatch. 
Tuts ought to be the biggest event since 
the birth of the New Ford. 


“Mrs. J. F. Imbler called at this office to- 
day and asked modification of the story pub- 
lished last week, in which it was reported 
Mrs. Imbler and a young lady friend had a 
scrap with Mrs. Imbler’s husband and the 
latter’s shirt was torn off. It appears that 
the shirt was not torn entirely off.” 


—Logansport (Ind.) Pharos-Reporter. 


We urce the reading public to reserve 
judgment until we have heard Mr. Imb- 
ler’s version of this affair. - 


Three Speeds Forward and 
One Reverse 


Doctor Bump, professional mind-reader 
testifying: F 
“Up to the present, I have had unysy 
= good luck in avoiding accidents jp. 
volving my car. I can tell whether of 
not children are going to dart across the 
street ahead of me. I can anticipate the 
cop’s » and act accordingly. The 
driver of a car immediately ahead of me 
can turn suddenly and without warning 
and my ability to read his mind is the 
only reason I Rae why I haven't had a 
collision before this. 

“I did slam into the rear of the plain. 
tiff’s car, but only after I had done every- 
thing in my power to avert an accident, 
I swung to the left. I swung to the right. 
I jammed on my brakes. I mounted the 
sidewalk. I, too, missed the hen that was 
trying to dodge the car ahead. And then, 
with a clear road ahead, the plaintiff 
slammed on the brakes for no reason at 
all. 

“Your Honor, gifted as I am, I must 
admit I could not read that lady driver's 
mind.” Bill Sykes. 


Lawyer: Well, if you want my honest 
opinion— 

Cu1ent: No, no. I want your profes 
sional advice. 


“Mr. Van Hooey, meet my wife—one-piece 
sleeveless evening frock of taffeta, applied 
flounce dips low at one side, creating the 
chic uneven hemline—designed by Dodell— 
jewelry by Cartier—shoes imported by Char- 
treuse — transformation by Moselle and 

feather fan by Bogg’s Ostrich Farm.” 


- 


10 LIFE 
B 
Cha ti 
G 
h 
: ol 
re 
1) 
| 
“ 
b 
is 
Jc 
: 


|: 


Neighborhood News 


BOSTON 


Frank Stearns has been visiting friends 
at the White House, Washington, D. C. 


#*#*Mrs. F. C. Church, Jr. (née Vander- 
bilt, christened Muriel) is dusting off her 
shack at Newport for early occupancy. 


***Our ball clubs are busy meeting out- 
of-town opponents these days. Their new 
uniforms are a credit to the city. 


***Alexander P. Moore, publisher of the 
Boston Advertiser, has a responsible posi- 
tion in Peru, So. America. 


Our popular boniface, Henry Ford, 
prop. of Wayside Inn, has returned from 
foreign parts where he met up with King 
George V and other well-known crowned 
heads. 


***The senior class at Harvard are hav- 
ing their photographs taken this week. 


***New books at the Public Library are 
“Trader Horn,” “Bad Girl” and the 
World Almanac for 1928. 


***Andrew J. (Bossy) Gillis, the Mayor 
of Newburyport, was a visitor in town 
last week. He had nothing to say, which 
created a sensation. 


@ If you don’t find your name here, 
look for it next week.—Adv’t. 


Neal R. O’Hara. 


CHICAGO 
Tue Chicago Geographical Society has 
got a gold medal on their hands they 
want to give to Lindbergh, but Lindy 
don’t seem to be in any hurry to 
come around and collect it. 


***Al Smith was indorsed for President 
by the Democrats of Cook County at 
uproarious session. It must of leaked out 
here that Al was wet or something. 


© The fish expert at the Lincoln Park 
aquarium says there is 30,000,000 fish 
born every year in Chicago. Keep up the 
good work, fish, say we! 


***Our popular evangelist, Paul Rader, 
is offering $1,000 to anyone who can 
prove that a whale could not of swallowed 
Jonah. We would like to enter this con- 
test if somebody would send us a whale 


and we could get Mr. Rader to act as 
Jonah. 


« Sig. Giannini was here the other day 
looking to buy a bank. It seems he wants 
to own one in every big town in the 
U. S. We are sorry we did not learn of 
this sooner, as only a few days ago we 
threw ours in the ash can on account of 
it being so hard to get open. 
Asia Kagowan. 


CINCINNATI 


Hearp Lou Ransohoff, our popular 
physician and surgeon, sneeze while 
walking along Race Street the other day. 
Better take something for that cold, Doc. 


***A visitor in town the other day was 
Prince Georges Matchabelli of Georgia, 
South Russia, now in the perfume busi- 
ness, he dropping in with Manny 
Strauss, one of our town boys who has 
made good in Gotham, he having been 
given a testimonial dinner some time ago 
where all the guests put together were 
worth the sum of $4,000,000,000 and no 
cents. Manny visited his mother here and 
the Prince stood on the roof of the Sin- 
ton Hotel and admired the traffic con- 
gestion down below. He said that Ameri- 
ca is blazing the path of civilization for 
the world. Thanks, Georges. What do 
you call that perfume you are selling? 


« Friends of Gene Segal, Post scribe, 
and Reland Miller, who teaches dietetics 
over at the U., are all hoping their troubles 
will be little ones, they having enjoyed 
nuptials the other day. Gene and Reland 
are telling all and sundry they will be 
formally at home to all and sundry on 
June 15, 1999. 
***Everybody is quite excited over this 
being Dedication Month over at the new 
Enquirer Building which Ed. McLean, 
ublisher, has had built. Ed wants every- 
a to drop in and help dedicate. All 
you have to do to dedicate is ride in one 
of the new elevators which stop at the 
floor you press the button on, no matter 
how the operator feels about it, so come 
one, come all, Ed says. Congrats, Ed. 
Your journal seems to be getting quite 
bigger and better all the time. 


***Henry Straus’ Cigar Store has put a 
new coat of paint on the big red ball 
which hangs at Sixth and Walnut and 
tells whether there is a game today or 
not. A lot of citizens say the Reds will 
win the pennant and other ones just say 
nothing, they keeping very quiet. 
Tupper Greenwald. 


DETROIT 


Our cloquent young minister, Lynn 
Harold Hough, will cross the big pond 
this summer to take in the sights of Eu- 
rope and brush the Michigan, Illinois, 
Ohio, etc., off his English accent. Well, 
Lynn, if you see anyone we don’t know, 
give ‘em our regards and tell ’em what 
a nice little old town Detroit is. 


***A stuffed horned toad was sealed up 
in the corner stone of a new University 
building at Ann Arbor the other day. 
“The nature of this little animal is such,” 
said an eminent U. of M. scientist who is 
overseeing the experiment, “that we be- 
lieve it will come out of the stone 50 or 
75 years hence, still stuffed.” 


***Our smiling governor, Fred Green, is 
reported to have spent a quiet hour in 
the bosom of his family one evening last 
month, he having no banquets, exhibi- 
tions, games and etc., to attend at that 
time. 


&* Quite a number of cars of different 
makes were seen on our main streets 


during the busy part of the day Saturday. 


***Maple - and political oratory are be- 


ginning to flow these spring days. There 
will be a big run of both but both will 
need a powerful lot of boiling down be- 
fore they'll be good for anything. 


***Col. Lindbergh, one of the home town 
boys, may make a flying tour of the 
world, Well, ta, ta, Lindy, and if you 
see anyone we don’t know, give ‘em 
our regards, and tell *em what a nice 
little old town Detroit is. 


Elmer C. Adams. 


HOLLYWOOD 


Dyas’s new emporium on the corner of 
Vine Street and Hollywood Boulevard 
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a our village a very citified look. The 
adies sure do enjoy theirselves shopping 
in that store. 


***Mr. Marshall Neilan must have come 
back from his trip to England. At least 
we surmise as much, having seen him 
eating his lunch today in Henry’s well- 
known cafe’. 


***The motion picture industry, of here, 
is in terrible shape, if you believe all the 
gossip that’s going the rounds. 

***Of all the calliopes that play up and 
down Sunset Boulevard—for advertising 
purposes—we think that the calliope of 
The Hollywood Auto Laundry has the 
best tone and plays the sweetest tunes. 
But that’s a mere matter of opinion. 


***Saw Dr. Paul Fejos and party at the 

icture show last night. They, like we, 
seed heartily at the comical antics of 
Harold Lloyd in “Speedy.” 

«~* Which reminds us that Harold is once 
more in our busy midst, having returned 
from a sojourn in New York (N. Y.) 
where he took in all the sights including 
the Lire office.—Adv’t. 

Robert Lord. 


IDAHO SPRINGS (COL.) 


Senator and Mrs. Renshaw drove over a 
cliff enroute to Denver recently. 

«~* Rumor has it that Courtney R. Coop- 
er is in the East, gathering material for 
a new Western novel. 

***Mountain lion tracks have been seen 
up Chicago Creek of late, but at that the 
place isn’t as dangerous as it’s named. 
***Miss Viola Dougherty is here from 
Long Beach, California, enjoying the 
climate. 

***Dr. Atcheson is driving a fine new 
car. Congratulations, Doc! 


«~* Ed Burns and Charlie Robins, genial 
and careful bus drivers from Denver and 
Gilpin County, respectively, were in town 
with their respective buses as usual to- 
day. 

***The Stroechle Automotive Cathedral, 
one of the very finest garages in Colorado, 
is finished and ready for the tourist trade. 

Paul S. Powers. 


JACKSONVILLE 
Crarence Darrow, who swings his 


shingle to the breeze in Chicago, the 
wre and warring city, spoke here in a 
local church, of all places, Sunday. 

***President Hamilton Holt of Rollins 
College, famous as the place where Rex 
Beach says he learned the three R’s— 
Restling, Rough-house and Riot—has re- 


turned after explaining his conference 
plan of study at Town Hall, New York. 


***St. Vincent’s, Jacksonville, said to be 
the finest hospital in the South, is now 
opened—as are some of the patients. 


***Mrs. Ruth Bryan Owen, daughter of 
the late William J. Bryan, was a recent 
stump speaker for her candidacy for 
Congress, the female contingent giving 
close attention to what she had to wear, 
the men what she had to say. 


***Standard containers manufacturers 
met in Jacksonville not long ago. Con- 
tainers proved themselves great entertain- 
ers. What the containers contained is 
their own business. 


«* Our popular U. S. District Attorney, 
William M. Gober, always wears a large 
carnation or rose on the lapel of his coat, 
regardless of the occasion. 

P. H. Armstrong. 


MONTREAL 


HutcHeson of the Tramways 
Company says the Guy Street car will be 
back to the corner of St. Catherine Street 
in plenty of time for the opening of the 
next hockey season. 


***So many swell talkers from the Old 
Country have spoken at Club lunches 
lately that every business man in town 
has quit using his r’s any more. 
«* With the opening of roads this spring 
local merchants have been getting ready 
to take care of a big tourist trade. Johnny 
Krausmann has got his eating-and-drink- 
ing house all fixed up and says he hopes 
the voters down in the States don’t go 
crazy and elect Al Smith who is said to 
favor repeal of prohibition. 
***Your corr’sp’nd’nt was among those 
who commuted between Murray Bay and 
Greenly Island. Read “Neighborhood 
News” in Lire for latest reports of 
oceanic flights.—Adv’s. 

Leslie Roberts. 


N E W YORK 
“Straw hat” day comes next week. 
***Anybody having news items send 
same in or better yet telephone. 
***Ring Lardner and Grantland Rice are 
erecting dwelling edifices down at East 
Hampton, only a stone’s roll from Percy 
Hammond’s. 
«* Now is the time to subscribe to Lire, 
the paper that kept both 1928 conventions 
out of N. Y.—Adv’t. 
***Harpo Marx, Beatrice (“Tootsie’’) 
Kaufman, Alice D. Miller, and A. H. 
Woollcott will sail’ for Naples, It., and 


other places next week but a good many 
think it would be cheaper for them to 
play bridge and cribbage right here, 


***Seems like everybody was in E 

or about to sail for same but it is te 
as hard as ever to find parking space ig 
this town. 


* Maurice Campbell our vigilant prohi- 
bition enforcement officer says that there 
is a place not far from 45th or 46th 
Street where intoxicating liquor is sold 
in defiance of the law and as soon as he 
locates it he will close the place up, » 
Dame Rumor hath it. 


***W. E. Woodward is still working 
away at his biography of Gen. U. §, 
Grant, but we would rather read a 
covered life of Lillian Russell than the 
life of Gen. Grant in full morocco, 


***More anon. 


Franklin P. Adams. 


PHILADELPHIA 


Our four-footed friends are enjoying the 
town watering trough at Broad Street and 
Fairmount Avenue these spring days. 


w* Fifi Widener Holden, one of ou 
most popular young matrons, is leading 
the society editors a merry chase with her 
goings and comings at this writing. 


***Our obliging and efficient chief magis 
trate, Harry Arista Mackey, has two new 
drivers. When he was in London, a golf 
salesman told him one of the drivers 
would add twenty yards to his drive. 
Give me two, I need forty yards, said our 
chief magistrate, quick as a flash. 


***Trout fishing is the order of the day. 


***Our young sports are preparing to 
usher in the straw hat season somewhat 
in advance of New York. 


***Cyrus H. K. Curtis, the eminent 
magazine and newspaper publisher, is 
sporting a handsome Florida tan thes 
spring days. 

mm Our new Broad Street subway has 
been opened for inspection to civic bodies. 
Our citizens are loud in their praise of 
this municipal improvement. Comfort is 
the predominant note. Even the straps 
are of an improved design, guaranteed 
not to hurt the straphanger’s hand. 


ag. brides in these parts include 
Miss Violet D. Burd Grubb, wedded ® 
James Imbrie, Jr.; Miss Dorothy Clothier, 
to Roderick G. Kellett; Miss Anne Ship 
pen Pepper, to William H. Ashton, afd 
—a little later—Emma Biddle Norris, ® 
Horace Disston. Good luck is our wish 
for these young folk. 


John Forbes. 
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The Senator from Montana 


Amonc ninety-six members of the United 
States Senate you find all kinds of men. 
You find Democrats who fulfil their 
legitimate function of criticism and sur- 
veillance of the Administration. You find 
Republicans who defend and praise the 
President, without claiming to his credit 
even acts of God. But this appropriate 
and dignified middle ground of argu- 
ment is limited. The cloakrooms are 
strewn with politicians who still think in 
terms of ward and precinct. You don’t 
make a statesman out of an ex-Alderman 
or even an ex-Governor simply because 
you make his facsimile signature as good 
as a two-cent stamp. 

The man who has suffered most from 
cheap partisanship in the Senate is Mr. 
Walsh of Montana — the august pro- 
tagonist of the naval oil investigations, 
known behind his back, but never to his 
face, as ‘““Tom.”’ Mr. Walsh has been the 
driving force behind the odious series of 
revelations involving oil, Government and 


politics that began in 1923. As he has 


gradually risen in public estimation, num- 
bers of his colleagues have clung to his 
coat-tails, in the hope of being carried up- 
ward on Mr. Walsh’s fame. 
The Senator from 
Montana is basically 
an intense partisan, 
but he has tried 
throughout to be 
fair. That he has 
done a magnificent 
job no person famil- 
iar with the deci- 
sions of the United 
States Supreme 
Court will doubt. But he has succeeded 
in spite of frequent attempts, on both 
sides of the Chamber, to make the oil in- 
vestigations mere party brawls. 


The oil investigation of 1924 was in 
large measure discounted through the 
antics of some of Mr. Walsh’s Democratic 
colleagues. The uproarious Harrison of 


Minister (fo Secretary): Inform the press that my sermon next Sunday will deal with the 
problems of the hour—the young men of today—our national preparedness policy—naval 
enlargements—the need of increasing our church maintenance fund—and—and God. 


mong tried to smear all Republi 
cans with oil. The caustic Caraway ¢ 
Arkansas flung epithets. The  bulhoy 
Heflin of Alabama said that everybody 
who wasn’t a Democrat was a crook. S 
Senator Walsh, with his carefully cop. 
structed case, his restrained indictment of 
peculation and incompetence, was unabk 
to fix responsibility on anybody. He got ; 
cheer at Madison Square Garden, ap 
Mr. John Davis went campaigning for 
the Presidency with a grease-spot, not an 
issue. 


Four years later, in this Election of t928, 

another inquiry has been undertaken to 

determine what part oil money — and 

more especially what part the profits of 

the Continental Trading Company, Ltd, 

of Canada—played in campaign funds 

from 1920 onwards. Senator Walsh him 

self has never been Chairman of the Pub 

lic Lands Committee, charged with this 

investigation from the start. The earlier 

Chairmen have been content to preside 

at hearings and to permit Mr. Walsh to 

run his own show. But on this present 

occasion, the Chairman happens, through 

a fortuitous series of political events, to be 

Gerald P. Nye, of North Dakota, a young 

man who, I regret to say, is a journalist 
Mr. Nye has been exhibiting delusions 

of grandeur. Com- 

ing on the scene 

some four years late, 

he has attempted to 

put the experienced 

and shrewd Walsh 

in his place. Mr. 

Walsh is sixty-nine; 

Mr. Nye is thirty- 

six. Mr. Nye began 

to speak of “my” 

Committee, “ 

investigation, ““ my 

witnesses, and “my” decision. He dem 

onstrated his quality when, on the floor 

of the Senate, he made an_ insinus 

tion against Gov. Alfred E. Smith o 

New York, of which, at the time, he had 

no proof whatever. He tried to involve 

Mr. Smith in the operations of Harry F. 

Sinclair on the mere “tip” of a reporter 

for the New York Herald Tribune, who 

has since been dismissed. 


Tue companion piece to Mr. Nye in the 
Senate is one Arthur Robinson, who 
emerges from an unsavory Republican 
background in Indiana, armed with! 
bucket of native mud, at the diffusion & 
which he is an adept. Mr. Robins 
screams that Gov. Smith is guilty, tht 
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Woodrow Wilson’s Cabinet were guilty, 
and that even Senator a is 
—of what is not specifie 

guilty * * * 

Tue Senate’s legitimate attempt, which 
came about in response to strong public 
demand, to learn what use was made po- 
litically of $3,080,000 profits of the Conti- 
nental Trading apn Ltd., of Can- 
ada, is becoming sunk in partisanship. 

Witnesses have risked jail sentences 
rather than answer the Senate’s questions; 
some have jumped the jurisdiction of the 
United States; others have lied. Will H. 
Hays attempts to explain his transfer- 
ence of Liberty bonds from Harry F. 
Sinclair to various prominent Republi- 
cans. The notorious Fall impinges on the 
record now and then. The interest of the 
entire country is aroused. 

But drop into the Senate some after- 
noon and you will hear Senators calling 
each other names, waving rule books in 
each other’s faces, shouting that the dead 
are more guilty than the living. These 
men think they are making votes, but 
all they are doing is to smear the outline 
of fact with an obliterating coat of per- 
sonalities and partisan objurgations. 

It is no wonder that Senator Walsh 
sometimes gets discouraged and dines out 
just for the fun of the thing. 


Henry Suydam. 


AMENITIES 


Sain Herbert Hoover to Alfred Smith, 
‘Til use the drys to beat you with!” 
“While I'll reverse that same maneuver,” 


Said Alfred Smith to Herbert Hoower. 
A. M. S., Jr. 


ag had to fire an old employes today. I felt sorry but sentiment ain’t got no 
place in business.” 
“What is your business, may I ask?” 
“Oh, I manufacture all sorts of holiday and greeting cards.” 


“When in Anger Count to Sixty” 


“Now, listen, Tom, don’t get sore. I 
didn’t....” 

“Four, five, six, seven.... 

“Honestly, I wouldn’t have said that, 
if I'd known you were so crazy 
about....” 

“Shut up! Fifteen, sixteen, seven- 
teen. ...” 


“She may be perfectly all right, Tom. 


” 


~ 


(SS 


The Weekly Lesson of the attain School Contains a Typographical Error 


Zipp 


Ce lhwoon 


I’m only repeating what other.... 
“Will you shut up? I’m trying to 
Twenty-eight, twenty- 


“I know a lot of the fellows have 
been out with her, but any popular girl 
has to get away big with everyone, and 
anyway, they’re probably boasting, 
so. 

“Forty -two, 
for. . 

“And if she’s discriminating, why, 
what kick have you 

“Fifty, fifty-one. . 

“It’s. not that she everyone, 
Tom, but I an happened to overhear 
a conversation . 

“Fifty-four, “fifty-five. off 
your glasses.” 

“But, Tom, listen! 

“Fifty-six, fifty-seven, 

“Tom! You wouldn’t. . 

“Fifty-nine, SIXTY!” 

SOCKO! 

“Now, you lousy bum, I'll teach you 
to talk that way about my girl!” BIFF! 
WHAM! ZOWIE! “Seven, eight, nine, 


ten, and OUT!” R. Jaffray. 


forty-three, forty-four, 


. Take 


An apartment hotel called “Wind- 
sor Castle” is shortly to be erected in 


Chicago. If this be treason. ... 
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The Understudy’s Prayer 


“Dear Lord, I don’t wish the star any hard luck, but——” 


Fannie Hurst Rewrites 
“Tittle Jack Horner” 


“THanks, Momma. Momma, thanks. 
Thanks, Momma,” said little Jack, and 
he went back to his corner, the precious 
Christmas pie in his arms. He sat down 
slowly on his stool while his mother 
wiped a tear away. Pie. Christmas pie. 
Christmas pie for Jackie, her little 
Jackie. Sitting on his stool there. Sitting 
and eating his Christmas pie. Her throat 
choked up inside and she went away. 
Jackie. Jackie eating pie on his little 
stool. Jackie eating his little pie while 
she— 

Jackie looked around. He knew some- 
thing was wrong. Mother was crying. 
Like when Father died. Like when the 
furniture collector came. Like when the 
dog died. Like when it was Christmas. 
But he had the pie. Almost as big as he 
was. And it was Christmas. Christmas, 
and a Christmas pie, and himself sitting 
on a stool in his corner. A tear dribbled 


down his nose, and he wiped it away. 
Tears. Tears on Christmas, with pies. 
The drop landed on the pie. He touched 
it. There was something soft under- 
neath, something soft. Soft and smelly. 
A nice smell, and he wrinkled up his 
nose. He wondered what Momma was 
doing. Maybe she would like what was 
under there. With his little thumb he 
dug in. It was warm inside the pie, and 
the nice smell came out. Prunes. Grapes. 
Oranges. Raisins. Apples. All in his 
Christmas pie. He dug deeper. And then 
it came out. A plum. A fine dark plum. 

He ran into the next room where his 
mother sat, crying. 

“Momma,” he cried. “Don’t you know 
me, Momma? It’s me—Jack. Momma. 
Momma. I’m a good boy, Momma. Oh, 
what a good boy am I. And here’s a 
plum for you, Momma.” 

It grew a little darker outside. 

Samuel Grafton. 


Tue one whom two can live as 
cheaply as must have a real time. 


If Some Radio Manufacturers 
Talked Like Their Products 


“Good morning, Mr. Glug, squi-i-isssh; 
how are you this fine whoooieee-ce? And 
about that deal concerning loud speak- 
ers, I won’t go a cent higher than glub 
glub-glub ickeeickee. Will that satisly 
you or must I tell you again that I will 
jamjam ooree erskerskiskoo? 

“And about that other matter, that 
iisshhyheeboo, I will say that I will see 
you next cookookooyeeoo concerning the 
glugglug matter. Well, good day, Mr. 
Glug, squi-i-sssh erskybibaloo, good 
sssheeyoo M. B. 


CONSISTENT 
The world is my oyster, 
Dad. 
Dap: Well then, why don’t you get 
busy on it? 
Sceek Ipter: What for? 
“R” in the summer months! 


There’s no 
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One dark night when all was still, 

In the Booby-Hatch upon the hill 

A figure was seen by the light of the 
moon 

To slide down the drainpipe whistling a 
tune. 

And the tune he piped so light and gay 

Was “Over the Hills and Far Away.” 

He wore his gloves upon his toes, 

And a monocle hung beneath his nose. 

His suspenders consisted of razor strops, 

And his topcoat was made out of beer- 
bottle tops. 

His shoes were held to his socks with a 
tack, 

And were made out of straw and they 
laced up the back. 

He had his initials tattooed on his teeth 

And an oilcloth vest and no clothes un- 
derneath. 

His effect on the crowds was hilarious 

And they put to him questions various. 


“Where did you come from, cuckoo 
dear?” 

“Out of the bughouse into the here.” 

“Why did you leave the funny shelf?” 

“You see, it’s like this: sez I to myself, 

I'm tired of nuts and I’m fed up on bugs, 

And I want to get out among sensible 
mugs, 

Where people ain’t crazy—and if you’re 
through 

Begging your pardon, now I'll ask a few. 


“Who’s that sitting on top of the pole? 
What’s his racket and what’s his goal? 
It's nine days now that he’s up in the air 


Cuckoo Dear 
By Milt Gross 


And traffic is stopped while people stare. 

Give me the lowdown—tell me why 

He’s spending his life up there in the 
sky.” 


“Cuckoo dear, please don’t be bitter, 
He’s just a solenionl flag-pole sitter, 
He sits up there for no earthly reason, 
And he fasted in a glass case last season.” 


“What’s that mob over there in a 
huddle?” 

“Our leading professors all in a muddle; 

Nothing can save the patient's life 

But some speedy work with a carving 
knife.” 

“What’s that cheering they can’t sup- 
press?” 

“The operation was a success.” 

“Who are those ladies dressed in white?” 

“His nurses by day and nurses by night. 

Pajamas of silk and baby eggs, 

Plenty of air and milk in kegs 

His convalescing hours will gladden 

Till he’s as fit as Bernarr Macfadden. 

You see, he’s got to be just right, 

For he’s due to hang next Friday night. 

Cuckoo dear, would you like to go, 

Or would you prefer a movie show?” 


“How do these movie shows com- 
mence?” 
“They always start with the news 
events.” 
SH-H-H-H!!!!! 


Peaches Heenan and Daddy Woof 
Shaking hands with Professor Sploof, 
A hamburger sandwich in his pocket, 
Bound for the Moon in a home-made 
rocket. 
* * 
And Mrs. Van Whiffle DePeyster Crunch 
Addressing the Lorgnette Lifters’ Lunch; 
The dice are bouncing—they’re raising 
dough 
To stamp out gambling in Borneo. 
** @ 


A dot on the darkened screen expands 


Into an ocean of restless sands, 

Lizards crawl ‘neath the topaz sky 
And over the sagebrush buzzards fly, 
And the iris circling out unveils 

A girdle of ties and blazing rails 
Which vanish in crinkly waves of heat, 
Where sky and rim of the desert meet. 


“Each tie was laid at a terrible price, 

Each driven spike spelled some sacrifice, 

Valiant pioneers suffered and died 

That you and I and our kids might 
ride.” 


And now where the sand 
converge, 

Moving forms toward the camera surge. 

In B. V. D.’s a mighty host 

Is running on foot from coast to coast. 


and the blue 


“What on earth are they bent upon?” 
“Los Angeles—New York marathon!” 


“Where are you going, lunatic?” 

“Back to the bughouse double-quick, 
Where the daffydills do pirouettes 

Over the hills with butterfly nets, 
Leaping about after winged elves, 
And all the cuckoos talk to themselves; 
Where the locoes laugh and the goofies 


n 

And vias dog thinks he’s Rin-Tin-Tin! 
We'll raise the walls a yard or more 
And put a padlock on the door, 

And build the bars in the windows stout 


To keep the sensible bozos out!” 
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Dear Pac 

Well, sir, leave it to 

your old sidekick to 

discover points of in- 

terest in this man’s 

town. Whoopeeee! 

If it still is here 

when Mrs. Keefe’s 

little boy, Willard, 

comes back to do his 

alcoholidaying, then 

there really is a God. 

Someone appropriately christened it “The 
Furnace” and its sponsors describe it as 
“the hottest place in town,” which it cer- 
tainly is, and while I’m still breathless 
everything goes there except stealing the 
other fellow’s girl. In the first place, Wil- 
lard, they’ve got a crew of sepia-shaded 
syncopators that are sizzling. Then there’s 


a boogey named Alberta Simmons, who 
is as black as a woman’s heart, who jug- 
gles a baby Knabe with the torridest left 
mitt I ever did get limp from. The so- 
called Very Best People are doing their 
slumming there these antemeridians and 
little wonder. : 

The gag is simply this, Willard. The 
darky entertainers wait on tables between 
solos and there’s never a lull in the pro- 
ceedings. The big idea is to get hot and 
if you throw a dollar at them the encores 
are endless. When I tell you that since 
it opened most of the other places are 
slipping faster than a girl in Hollywood 
who has been promised a screen test, 
believe you me! In fact it was so quiet 
in one dive last night you could lon 
heard a blackjack drop. 

Oh, I’m just filthy with dirt to tell 


OUR, 
LION DESIGN 
HASN*T BEEN 
UP TO SNUFF 


WE FIRST GET THAT 

BIG SILHOUETTE AND THEN 

WE REDUCE (T 5,000 TIMES 
— WHICH TAKES OUT 


ALL THE [MPERFECTIONS 


THE SceNes OF A Great INDUSTRY 
Designing a new cracker in an animal cracker factory. 


you. They are saying the reason that 
chorus boys wear flowers in their coat 
lapels is that they won’t stay in their 
hair, and I thought I'd collapse when 
I discovered that Paul Whiteman, who 
practically furnishes the nation’s dance 
music, can’t even two-step. Did you know 
that Alan Dale, the dramatic critic, who 
is really Alfred J. Cohen, got his name 
from the character Allan-a-Dale out of 
“Robin Hood”? Texas Gunman has a 
new show which features a real snake! 
One lad in her dive the other sun-y 
refused a drink because he thought he 
was “that way” already. Laurence Stall- 
ings has purchased a No’th Cabh'lina 
farm to get lonesome on. 

An antidote for that terrible feeling 
after going too gay is called “The Prairie 
Cocktail,” which they say brings you to 
within fifteen minutes. It consists of an 
ounce of vinegar, a raw egg, fingerfuls 
of pepper and salt, and half an ounce 
o £ Worcestershire 
Sauce. Neysa Mc 
Mein created another 
which is fashioned 
out of tomato juice, 
gin and spices and 
it is easier to choke 
on. Bouncers in the 
Broadway asylums 
are now known as 
“firewater 
guishers.” Harry 
Reichenbach ad- 
vises sure-thing bettors to play bridge 
with movie magnates as they can’t count 
over three. A certain phrail notorious for 
her two-timing was described by Arthur 
Kober as being double-faced as a Victrola 
record, and it is said that the inventor of 
the doughnut was a fresh-air fiend! 

Get yourself a load of Libby Holman 
warbling “The Way He Loves Is Just 
Too Bad” on Brunswick Record No. 
3798, and Okeh’s Record of “Honolulu 
Blues.” 

Otto Kahn of Wall Street has a new 
gray hair. Speakeasies which peddle bad 
hooch are known as “heebie-jeebie ken 
nels” and a night club “ding-donged” 
out of business means that it has 
been stifled by the curfew law. The 
latest of the Scotch quips concerns 
an Aberdonian who in April made 
an appointment with a friend for next 
Christmas, so he made a memorandum 
of it on a ten-dollar bill. Theodore 
Dreiser, the big verb-and-noun man, 
holds regular Thursday salons at his new 
apartment. New Broadwayese for rub 
ber checks (the sort that bounce back) 
is “orphan a The way you tell the 
country girls from the natives in New 
York is to watch those femmes who 
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ankle across the subway gratings. The 
ventilator shafts, as you know, have little 
respect for skirts. New York girls will 
not walk over them-the others do. 

Did I tell you that my mother-in-law 
gts around all day grieving because she 
hasn't a fortune with which to disinherit 
me? And there’s the one about the old 
spinster who wanted to be devilish, so 
she locked herself in her room and played 
strip solitaire! But of all the gags, I like 
best: “What’s meaner than a mean dra- 
matic critic?” the retort being: “A soft- 
hearted hotel detective!” and there have 
been so many breach-of-promise suits in 
town that the Street’s current slogan is: 
“Look before you lip!” and if you can 
keep a secret, I’m having so much “girl 
trouble” my hair is getting grayer than 
cafeteria milk. 


Heheheh, Walter Winchell. 


LUCY 


Sue dwelt in those untrodden ways 
You only stop for gas at: 

A maid whom there were few to praise, 
And none to make a pass at. 


A violet by a mossy stone, 
Half trodden under heel! 

Fair as a star—but stars are known 
To have no sex appeal. 


And when poor Lucy ceased to be, 
It did not cause much stir: 

In fact, most people couldn’t see 
The difference in her. 


Norman R. Jaffray. 


A Day with a Life Guard 


8a.m. Gets up. Puts on bathing suit. 
Looks in mirror. Admires his coat of 
tan. Admires his build. 

10 4. M. Sits down on sand with group 
of bathing girls. Flirts with girls while 
two people drown. 

12 M. Rows life-boat around surf to 
show off skill in front of girls. Nearly 
drowns when boat tips over in huge 
wave. Says, “Ha, ha. I tipped the boat 
over on purpose. Great sport.” 

2p. M. Goes to sleep on beach while 
seashore hot-dog merchant pulls drown- 
ing woman out of surf. 

4p. M. Runs down to water to save 
drowning girl. Finds it’sa man. Comes 
4 up beach, letting man shift for him- 
self, 
Goes home. Takes off bath- 
ing suit. Looks in mirror. Admires his 
coat of tan. Admires his build. Says, 
“No wonder the girls all fall for me.” 


Vincent Clark Odell. 


“There’s no two ways about it, Conrad. I just simply got to give up golf. 
It’s ruinin’ me swing.” 


The Joke Writer Has a Bad Dream 


Ir Jenkins had been blessed with brains 
all would have been over with him, for 
Big Bill Thompson had placed the cold 
end of an automatic against Jenkins’ 
temple and pulled the trigger. Jenkins 
could not even scream out in horror, for 
Mussolini still sat on his chest. . . . leering 
+.-leering through the darkness. Oh, 
God, would the night never end? 


He: Not a bad mountain, huh? 
Sue: No, I seen worse! 


It seemed not, for the Teapot Dome 
ome pe had arrived, with loud and 
orrid mirth, to boil his legs in oil for a 
couple of centuries. A flapper, shrieking 
with glee, had bared his legs for the 
operation—bared them nearly to the 
hips. And all the while the winter sun 
of California was beating down on him; 
panhandlers were pouring cups of coffee 
into his ears; motor cars were running 
over and squashing his insides; a Pull- 
man window fell on his neck; absent- 
minded professors mouthed absent- 
minded things; bootleggers filled his 
mouth with ashes and gall; and then the 
Prince of Wales took Mussolini’s place, 
running his horse up and down poor 
Jenkins’ body, falling off and landing 
full upon his breast with awful thumps 
thousands and thousands of times. 

Jenkins was suddenly awakened by a 
terrible blow on the head, and with a 
sigh of relief he opened one eye. Then 
he closed it and tried to go back to 
sleep. 

It was his wife’s mother. 


Paul S. Powers. 


Poor Columbus didn’t know, 


when he set sail, that he was just getting 
the whole world into debt! 
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wy No news- 
Uf / paper has 
— as yet col- 
lapsed with 
Z & excite- 
ment over 


the spectacular flight of the two Germans 
and the Irishman across the Atlantic 
from Dublin to Greenly Island between 
Newfoundland and Labrador. Greenly is 
not much of an island, but there is a 
lighthouse on it and enough space for 
an airplane to land, once it is located. 
Moreover, communication with mankind 
was possible from that point without the 
aid of a medium. The great basis for 
sensation in these ocean flights is the un- 
certainty how they will come out. When 
the adventurers are lost without report, 
the newspapers do as well by them as 
they can, but such incidents do not make 
good stories. Koehl, Huenefeld and 
Fitzmaurice made by far the best story 
of the westward flight from Europe that 
has yet transpired. The newspapers were 
grateful and spent money freely to get 
and print the tales of these heroic men. 
But while they were in the thick of that, 
along came dribbling in, quite unex- 

cted, the news of the remarkable polar 
flight of Wilkins and Eielson, which, in 
scientific interest at least, outshone the 
other and got instant right of way to tops 
of columns on first pages, and equal 
shares in the big type headlines. We 
learn from this incident how active the 
aerial competition now is, and how im- 
portant it is that fliers who set out for 
any announced destination should arrive 
promptly. Delays are dangerous in this 
great game of publicity. 

However, not all the interest in 
trans-Atlantic hops is newspaper-made. 
There are a lot of people who really get 
excited about them. One may reason 
that the gentlemen who undertake them 


might show better discretion by waiting 
for airplanes to be further developed and 
better equipped to face the perils of the 
North Atlantic. Discretion, however, is 
something one does not look for in pio- 
neers until they have actually started on 
their adventure. “Safety first” is not a 
maxim that belongs to pioneering, and 
after all there have to be pioneers in 
everything, and to do something first will 
always look better to some minds than 
clean sheets to sleep in and soft-boiled 
eggs for breakfast. 

The lesson of the experiences of these 
latest heroes of the air is that an airplane 
is not yet a comfortable or reliable vehicle 
in which to come home from Europe, 
but that as a car of publicity it is still 
unequaled, and that in polar exploration 
it has no rival. 


Tue wild cries about the fliers drowned 
out some things and relegated others to 
the middle pages of the papers. The 
South Station burned up in Boston and 
there was hardly a whimper about it. 
Wall Street up to the time of writing has 
been boiling daily, and though its vast 
bubblings have been duly recorded, they 
have not made occasion for much pop- 
ular talk. Somebody down there must be 
raking in some money, but the exercises 
as now proceeding are not very healthy 


nor are the gains at all certain to be - 


digestible. 

Possibly the tumult about the German 
fliers ri ho exploit is particularly ac- 
ceptable because they are Germans) will 
ease the threatened friction over the Edith 
Cavell movie. The picture itself is said 
to be decorous, but some German organ- 
izations objected very strongly to its pro- 


ducti d 
uction and a great man ople thi 
it might be to 
It is a melancholy picture enough, though 
said to be very well done, and will not 
be popular unless it is the occasion of 
row. In the course of time all objection 
to it will fade away and it may be as 
acceptable as “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” js 
said to be in the South, but as yet it 
seems too soon to show it. 

Governor Smith has been South to 
play golf and incidentally, it would seem, 
to play a little politics. He had good suc. 
cess with both. The golf has ministered 
to his bodily welfare and Southern poli- 
ticians have found him likable. It js 
a good quality in a candidate to be able to 
improve his prospects by appearing in 
person. Governor Smith can do that. 


Tw spite of fliers, speculators and candi- 
dates for President, some of the minds of 
the country have been attracted to con- 
sideration of the Mississippi Flood Con- 
trol bill. That is important. The engineers 
of the War Department made a plan for 
flood control calling for an expenditure 
of 296 million dollars. Mr. Coolidge and 
the administration back that plan, but 
the Mississippi River Commission had a 
plan calling for 7oo million dollars, and 
that, with changes, has been passed by 
the Senate and is at this writing before 
the House. If the bill ever gets to Mr. 
Coolidge he will veto it, but that will 
not control the Mississippi, not even con- 
trol Congress. 

So far as appears neither of the bills 
under consideration is good enough. The 
Jadwin bill, which the President backs, 
won’t do the job and the other one 
for various reasons has too many pos 
sible jobs in it. It has shocked Mr. 
Coolidge to the verge of intemperate 
language and, no doubt, there will be 
a new bill presently. 


McAnorew, lately superintend- 
ent of public schools in Chicago, has 


sued Big Bill Thompson for a quartet 
of a million dollars for attacks made 00 
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him as superintendent of schools which 
receded his detachment from that office. 
Big Bill is said to have some money and 
if Dr. McAndrew can get a share of it 
by a lawsuit, that will be all to the good. 
That whole activity to throw out Mc- 
Andrew and all the nonsense the Mayor 
fed out in the name of the one hundred 

r cent Americans are fair game for 
such reprisals as the law allows. 

Big Bill needs to keep better company. 
If he would dissociate himself for a 
while from gunmen and crooks and cul- 
tivate, say, the Daughters of the Amer- 
ican Revolution, it might be to his ad- 
vantage. He has got three more years in 
ofice, barring accidents, and if he is go- 
ing to be comfortable at all he ought to 
try to clean up a little. The Daughters 
of the Revolution have been criticized 
lately for one hundred per cent American 
activities not so entirely unlike Big Bill’s. 
Bill’s political experience might be useful 
to them, especially his recent experience 
of vicissitude, and the Daughters, being 
as a rule highly respectable, might con- 
tribute a little to raising Big Bill’s social 
standing. 


One of the things that our current 
civilization seems to suffer from is 
the efforts of persons insufficiently pro- 
vided with employment to make them- 
selves jobs. In this endeavor organization 
is highly useful. When women band to- 
gether, neglect their knitting, raise 
money, elect officers and give out that 
they represent half of the voters, they are 
= apt to have notice taken of them 
that would not be accorded them on their 
merits as political leaders. 
E. S. Martin. 


Little Rambles with Great 
Thinkers 


Tuere is something regally divine about 
the love of a mother. 
—Bernarr Macfadden. 


I have no religious intolerance in 
my nature, —Senator Heflin. 


There may perhaps be a causal 
connection between hypertrophied tech- 
nology and atrophied art. On the other 
hand, there may not. 

—Aldous Huxley. 


I don’t think I’m very different 
from any other girl. Clara Bow. 


_. [am not the stern, uncompro- 
mising Puritan I am supposed to be, but 


Take Your Choice 


instead just a plain, ordinary, hard-work- 
ing American daddy. 
—John S. Sumner. 


A nation is only as strong as the 
minds of its boobs. 
—George Jean Nathan. 


We are not so far removed from 
our primitive ancestors as we sometimes 


think. —Glenn Frank. 


Why can’t we foolish children 
pretend we're grown up for just a little 


while, and quit this senseless habit of 
picking on each other? 
—Bruce Barton. 


Trees are the best friend of man. 
—Dr. Frank Crane. 


One of the pleasantest things 
about being a radio announcer is the peo- 


ple you meet. —Graham MacNamee. 


I do not think there is any danger 
of war. The people are becoming too in- 


telligent for war. —Henry Ford. 
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Tue Bomer Maker Takes A LittLe Work Home With Him 


The Talk of the Town 


“BERLIN (ar). 


“*Highbrow’ conversation about Goethe, 
Shakespeare and Bernard Shaw, mingled 
perhaps with learned opinions on astral 
bodies, the Voronoff theory and other scien- 
tific subjects, will be carried on in several 
languages by conductors on the German ex- 
press trains if the federal railway adminis- 
tration succeeds with its plans.” 

—News Item. 


PassenceR: Hey, conductor, can you get 
this window open? It’s so blamed dirty 
you can’t see a thing outside. 
Conpuctor: Doucement, monsieur, 
doucement! Was sagt the bard, Thomas 
Gray (1716-1771): “Rich windows that 
exclude the light, and passages that lead 
to nothing.” I refer you to Bartlett’s 
“Familiar Quotations,” page 386. 
Passencer: I don’t give a hoot in— 
I mean, I don’t give a rap about Thomas 
Gray, or Bartlett, either, whoever they 
are. I want that window open. 
Conpuctror: Aber, Sefior, c’est im- 
possible. Perhaps you have not become 
closely acquainted with the Malthusian 
theory regarding Pullman car windows. 
Passencer: The who theory? 
Conpuctor: Malthusian. Mais n’im- 
porte. I sing of arms and the man— 
“Arma virumque cano,” as Virgil had 
it—no arms of man are aiedly able 
to raise a car window. You have noticed 


the latest discoveries of the Mayo brothers 
(William James [b.1861] and Charles 
Horace [b.1865], famed surgeons of 
Rochester, Minn.) regarding the ultimate 
limitations of the human body? No? A 
great pity, Mynheer. Truly a fascinating 
brochure. But even if you are unfamiliar 
with that, surely the Fourth Proposition 
of Euclid should demonstrate the fact 
to you that the square of the hypotenuse 
of an isosceles triangle equals the square 
of the sum of the other two sides, hence 
theorem, Q.E.D., that a train window 


Guiapys: And I asks him: “Where have you 
been all my life?” I says. 
Mapce: Probably for most of the time he 
wasn’t even born. 


— 


when shut, stays shut. The veriest glance 
at any up-to-date treatise on differential 
calculus would assure you of that. 
Passencer: Say, what’s all this about? 
Conpuctor (suddenly going native): 
Listen, guy, if you want to open that 
window, open it yourself. What you 
think I am, a_ perfessional window 
opener? If you don’t like the way we 
run things here why don’t you go back 


where you come from? Voila! 


Tip Bliss, 


Song of the Open Road 


Goop Luck 

State Maintenance 

Goodbye 

Use Fleischmann’s Yeast 

They Satisfy 

Stop—Look—Listen 

The Victory Six 

Picture Ahead 

It Comes in Sticks 

Caution 

Narrow Bridge 

Twin Hills 

Carter’s 

Little 

Liver 

Pills 

Beware of the Dog 

Lux 

Rural Mail 

Rooms for Tourists 

Honey for Sale 

Drive with Care 

Sharp Curve 

Sound Horn 

Gas 

Free Camping Ground 

Pop-Corn 

Syracuse-Rochester-Buffalo 

Detour 

Kodak as You Go 

We Move the Earth 

Pike’s Peak or Bust 

Another Nash 

Excuse Our Dust 

Camels 

Chocolate Almond Bars 

Railroad Crossing 

Look Out for the Cars 

Time to Retire 

Swift’s Premium Ham 

Speed Trap 

Welcome to Amsterdam 
Wilson Micks. 


“Don’t you want to join the Heflin 
for-President Club?” 

“Who are the members now?” 

“Well, so far—Heflin.” 
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ACouple of Dramatists 
Get Together 


“lye been trying to get in touch with 
you for months. Where are you living 
now, anyway?” 

“In a comfortably furnished home 
ypical of the upper middle class. The 
dining-living room is large and airy. 
There is a sun-porch at rear center which 
ices a small, well-kept lawn. The at- 
mosphere suggests comfort, . thrift, and 
ootimism. Are you still at your old 
lecale?” 

“No—I’'ve moved to a sumptuous 
bachelor’s apartment overlooking River- 
side Drive. The furnishings are exotic 
but subdued, with mauve and _ rose 
draperies, thick rugs, a luxurious chaise- 
longue, and framed photographs of 
women here and there. You’re not mar- 
ried, are you?” 

“Yes—to Barbara Brent. She is in her 
arly twenties, small, fair, with a saucy 
tiptilted nose.” 

“Glad to hear it. I’m more or less on 
the verge myself.” 

“Who is she?” 

“Nina Ponterey. She is of indeter- 
minate age, tall, with dark, brooding eyes 
st ina tace that is a perfect white oval. 
She has a delicately chiseled nose under 
which lies a small, soft red mouth. There 
is grace in her every movement and 
something of the Eternal Madonna in 
her smile.” 

“Good. Say, let’s go somewhere where 
we can sit down and talk.” 

“Fine! What is the time, anyway?” 

“The present.” 


Tup. 


and his 


Revissep—A criminal 
money are soon pardoned. 


N 


The Tennis Racket 


Lire, liberty and 
the pursuit of the 
Davis Cup. That's 
the slogan in the 
tennis racket at the 
moment. Inciden- 
tally, the tennis 
racket is a good 
racket. 

The “first flight” 
player, for in- 
stance, can cam- 
paign in the North, 
East and West all 
summer and in the South all winter 
and all that he is called upon to 
spend is time and energy. His board, 
lodging and railroad fares will be at- 
tended to by tournament committees. He 
is not, however, clothed at the public 
a. Nor is he supposed to accept 
gifts of racquets or other equipment 
from sporting goods houses. In some 
cases, however, he may accept loans of 
such racquets with the strict understand- 
ing that they are loaned only for a lim- 
ited time and must be returned later. 
As, for instance, when they are broken or 
worn out. 

But these are trifling matters. The 
Davis Cup campaign is the important 
business of the courts. At the call to 
arms in March, Bill Tilden resigned his 
leading role in a threatened Broadway 
production and stepped from the stage 


to the tennis court. He gave up his pro- 
fessional work in order to play amateur 
tennis, a move that was universally ap- 
plauded by tennis fans and dramatic 
critics. 

Francis T. Hunter refused to go to the 
Augusta training camp or to play with 
the Davis Cup team in Mexico City on 
the ground that business prevented him. 
This is preposterous. John Van Ryn de- 
clined to take part in the Augusta try- 
outs because he had to stay in class at 
Princeton. Ridiculous! Put work or study 
before tennis? That’s the greatest out- 
rage since the invention of the starched 
collar. 

Happily there were some _ gallant 
younglings who dared the leap from the 
schoolroom to the , 

Augusta training 
camp. It meantneg- 
lecting their studies 
for several months, 
but the courageous 
lads faced that 
prospect with mag- 
nificent equanim- 
ity. Some 
guided old fossils 
rose up in wrath, 
raving about school 
for schoolboys and 
other such mid- 
Victorian notions, but they were prop- 
erly squelched. The United States 


A SweeTHeart in Every Sport 
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“What do you mean swearing before a lady?” 
“The size of me truck gives me precedence, madam.” 


Lawn Tennis officials informed the gray- 
beard loons that the youngsters were in- 
vited to try for the team but advised to 
remain in school. Was it the fault of the 
officials if the youngsters accepted the 
invitation and refused the advice? 

“How now? Whose mare’s dead?” 
cries the tennis fan. “‘What’s all the 
shooting for? Didn’t Bobby Jones take 
time out of Harvard to go abroad and 


win the British open golf championship? 
A few tennis players are taking a few 
months out of school and the country is 
ruined, what? This is a free country, 
isn’t it? The boys are good tennis play- 
ers and are entitled to a chance to make 
the Davis Cup team. It would be unfair 
to deprive them of it. If they want to 
play tennis, who shall say them nay?” 
Fair enough. It isn’t a hanging matter 


Sue: Jim, how much alimony are you paying your first wife? 
He: Fifty a week. 
Sue: I won’t have it—why, the hussy is getting ten dollars more a week than I— 
and she doesn’t have to put up with you at all! 


but the Davis Cup Committee will haye 
a hard time getting any concerted adult 
cheering for the general proposition of 
taking boys out of school to play tennis 
It’s like the ancient tale of the Ne a. 
who was charged with stealing four 
chickens. A friendly lawyer took the case 
and his client was found “Not Guilty.” 

“Well, Sam,” said the lawyer, “I don’t 
suppose you've got any money to pay 
me. 

“No, sah, I ain’t,” said Sam, “but | 
still got them four chickens.” 

In Allison, Doeg, Coen and Shields, 
the Davis Cup Committee “still has them 
four chickens.” John Kieran. 


Mrs. Pep’s Diary 


April Lay late, wishing that some- 

thing pleasant would happen, 
176 like an unexpected package by 
express or a sudden invitation to go 
around the world, when Lord! in did 
come Samuel, not having been near his 
offices, with the announcement that he 
had bought a new .motor car which he 
was presenting to me with two stipula- 
tions: first, that I should not direct him 
unduly from the rear seat, and secondly, 
that I should never let my servant Virgie 
attempt to drive it by instinct because of 
my so great faith in her ability to do any- 
thing. In high spirits all the morning 
therefore, and off to luncheon at a pub 
lick with Laura Hanscom, much regretful 
that I was not the hostess, for I had far 
liefer pay the bill myself and run riot on 
the luxuries of the season than, because | 
am beholden to another, feel, with Frank 
Tinney, that I must run down the price 
list until I come to fifteen cents and then 
look over to see what it is. Laura, how- 
ever, not being one of those women who 
are content with a cup of tea and a piece 
of toast when they lunch abroad at their 
own expense, did me very well, on 
mussels marini¢re, soufflé potatoes, 
and did tell me how a maid to whom she 
had given a gown yesterday had 
demanded before accepting it if the 
sleeves were in style. Home betimes, 
reading in a book called “Poor Little 
Fool,” which the heroine certainly was 
for leaving her silver fox scarf behind 
when she fled her love nest, and I did 
come upon a sentence which cheered me 
mightily, “He spoke her name impotently, 
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gs men speak in nightmares,” forasmuch 
as when Sam does bawl out in the night 
he appears always to be helpless against 
his imagined foes, and I have feared that 
he might be poor protection against an 
actual invader, in especial one of the ruth- 
less modern type so prevalent in the pub- 
lick prints. To dinner at Cora Scovil’s, 
where was a great company for her re- 
hearsal of the speech she is to make in 
Baltimore before demonstrating how she 
does construct a patch poster, and in the 
midst of it she told how Lillian Russell, 
who did such splendid work amongst 
the blind soldiers, had asked her to make 
some posters for her as war work, whereat 
| squawked out, nor had Cora seen the 
joke till that minute, and it was as 
though she had come upon an extra 
raisin in a biscuit. 


, Asep all day, not having known 
Ap last evening when to stop eating 
18th pate de foie gras after having 
dined sumptuously, and I did ponder 
many things of no great moment, such 
as why wearing a wrist watch with an 
evening gown should be considered such 
bad form, for it is more often after dinner 
than otherwise that I have occasion to ask 
myself, “How long, O Lord, how long?” 
and how little fun there usually is in 
being a good sport, for when anyone does 
make such a request of you, you may 
lay to it that the short end of some deal 
is yours. I did determine, also, that if 
ever I am to be a publick benefactor, I 
shall look up something for the direct 
aid and comfort of the people, as did the 
Duke of Argyll, although not with the 
notion that the populace should say “God 
bless Mistress Pep!” every time they did 


The Movie Star, About to Go Abroad, 
Sees His Passport Photo 


. 
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Mr. TuNNey Takes Up TRAINING IN A Bic Way 
“You count a little too fast for me—I’m not half through this chapter yet.” 


benefit from it. Reading in Rose Ma- 
caulay’s “Daisy and Daphne,” a remark- 
able blend of tragedy and satire, and I 
was mightily pleased and diverted by 
many passages, such as: “To Daisy the 
world seemed largely made up of persons, 
things and ideas of which the Folyots 
had not heard. She sometimes thought 
that the Folyots must be, though so clever 
at some things, a little dense, to see and 
hear so little of what is so loudly and 
continuously written, often in such large 
and black type.” This day, to please my 
mother, I did make out my papers for 
the Daughters of 1812, being thoroughly 
fetched by the slogan for their campaign to 
save Old Ironsides, “the SHip THat Was 
A Navy.” And I must set down here for 
purposes of record that it is the first 
organization except a golf club that ever I 
joined in my life. Dinner on a tray, oyster 
soup and fruit compote, very simple, and 
then reading until I slept in Sumner’s 
“Folkways,” one of the most fascinating 
books I have ever come upon. 


Baird Leonard. 


FORGING AHEAD 


“How is your son getting along in the 
Ford factory, Joe?” 

“Fine, Ed—he’s been promoted.” 

“Promoted? You don’t say!” 

“Yes! He used to put on chassis nut 
number 34, and they jumped him right 


up to chassis nut number 37.” 


“Anp Edna Smith—is she still as 
snippy as ever?” 

“Oh, Edna’s married since you saw 
her—and divorced!” 

“Really! And who’s the lucky man?” 


The Professional Handshaker 
Goes Nuts 


“Never better a world of good, old man, 
....Your trip did you a whole lot new, 


Bill... . . Bet it’s been over a Fred, how’s 


these days?....Been perfect ages since 
knocking ’em for a fiddle, old man... .. 
How’s the aces up, Nat?.... Well, well, 
well! Can’t kick, pretty fair, about the 
same like a million.....This is the flesh 
you’ve heard me press so much about. 
...-Darned if it isn’t the chap you've 
heard me introduce you to, Mr. Strip. 
..»-How do you do.....Well, I’m 
afraid I'll have to be some time soon, 
Rod, old man... . .Certainly nice to have 
you shake hands with Bob Floyd, I as- 


” 
sure you. 


MAN-EATING SHARK: Darn it—another 
woman! 
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Several Personalities 


Paris, April 20th. 

THERE are times when a foreign language 
seems almost useless as a means of com- 
munication, as, for example, when you 
are explaining over the telephone to a 
Hungarian typewriter-dealer that it is the 
shift-key pot not the margin-release that 
needs fixing. There are other times when 
you don’t even have to know a word of 
what is being said. Usually, in these lat- 
ter cases, one of the two parties concerned 
has something rather vivid in the way of 
personality. 

We have been subjected to the spell of 
four professional personalities within the 
past two weeks, and the ones which we 
understood least were the ones belonging 
to English-speaking artists. George Robey 
in London and Josephine Baker in Vi- 
enna spoke English, but, so far as we 
were concerned, they might as well not 
have been speaking at all. Raquel Meller 
and Maurice Chevalier in Paris used 


Spanish and French, respectively, but they 
seemed like our sister and brother. Well, 
perhaps not sister exactly. 

It is pretty late to write of Raquel Meller, 
and we have no intention of making an 
old fool of ourself in print over her again. 
A man has to have a little pride. 


But she is in Paris once more, in a bad 
little revue called “Le Luxe de Paris” 
which she turns into a memorable affair 
along about eleven o'clock. Her new songs 
are not very good, and the vamps-till- 
ready while she changes her costumes are 
longer than ever, but who cares? She 
comes on finally, and sings something, 
and several hundred hearts stand still. 


There is, however, one precarious mo. 
ment when, through a purely technical 
flaw in the staging, this remarkable per- 
sonality is almost entirely dissipated. A 
blue spotlight is thrown on her as she 
sings a song dressed in the white robes 
of a nun, and there occurs a strange neu- 
tralization of tones which kills entirely 
the projection of anything more potent 
than her voice—which isn’t very potent 
when isolated. 

It is a terrifying moment for a Raquel 
Meller fan, akin to the one in which a 
child discovers the improbability of San- 
ta Claus, but it is quickly over, the 
lights go on, the black eyes start their 
work and the spell is on again. It does, 
however, make you stop and think. If a 
blue spotlight can dispel the personality 
which is Raquel Meller, what is our 
civilization coming to? 

Another projection of personality almost 
as strong as that of the Spanish chanteuse 
is Maurice Chevalier’s in the new revue 
at the Casino de Paris. This young tnan, 
should he ever decide to come to Ameri- 
ca, ought to have no trouble in knocking 
cold several large areas of the female 
population, as well as making a tidy sum 
on his merits as an entertainer. It isn’t 
fair to the rest of us boys that anyone 
should be so personable and so amusing 


Motuer: Is that you, darling? 
Unravorep No, Mother, it’s only me. 


ferrec 
on sa 
ing ¢ 
club 
with 


- 
more 
| stairs 
ter a 
| and § 
to an 
And | 
for 
short 
x revue 
In 
BS alti 
very 
peopl 
at 
| taken 
| | 
2 
the 
stan 


at the same time. Oh, well, perhaps he 
can't play the banjo. 

Anything that we may have written 
unpleasantl y about Parisian revues a week 
or so ago, we hereby retract after having 
gen the show at the Casino de Paris. 
Not only are its scenic effects better than 
those of most New York revues, with 
more girls walking up and down more 
dirs and more fountains playing to bet- 
ter advantage, but its comedy sketches 
and general direction are much superior 
o anything seen on Broadway last season. 
And maybe it doesn’t hurt us to say that, 
for we took up a great deal of space a 
short time ago saying that the French 
revue was dead, 

In the matter of unimpressive person- 
dities we can speak only of our own re- 
actions to the ian of Mr. George Robey 
and Miss Josephine Baker. Mr. Robey is 
very popular in London and hundreds of 
people seemed to be laughing very hard 
at “Bits and Pieces.” Miss Baker has 
ken Vienna by what is sometimes re- 
ferred to as “‘storm” and has her memoirs 
on sale in all the bookstores, to say noth- 
ing of running the most popular night 
dub in town. So the fault is evidently 
with our own receiving set. 


Ab 


Mr. Rosey was probably much better 
when his stuff was new, which would 
make it about the time of Gladstone’s 
heyday, if Gladstone ever had a heyday. 
At present there is much too much work 
necessary on Mr. Robey’s part to put it 
aross with eyebrows and general audi- 
ence-milking. And, favorably disposed as 
we are toward colored performers in gen- 
eral, we should much prefer that Miss 
Baker stayed in Vienna where she is liked 
and where she can sing the words to 
‘The Man I Love” all wrong without 
her public’s knowing the difference. 

We bring the matter of Mr. Robey 
and Miss Baker up only to show that 
sometimes understanding the words is 


a drawback. Robert Benchley. 


KIPLING’S BRIDGE 


For East is East and West is West 
And never the twain shall meet, 
Till Work and Whitehead sit that way 
At the radio Auction seat. j 


THE perspicacious gentlemen on 
the Democratic side of the Senate have 
teached the conclusion that G. O. P. 
stands for Grand Oil Party. 


Buty Goat: Why don’t you eat the clothes from Mrs. Green’s line any more? 
Nanny Goat: The doctor told me I must cut out starch. 


True to His Trust 


A soxpter of the Legion lay dying in 
Algiers, surrounded by the customary 
hardships, With tears in their eyes, his 
hardened comrades knelt beside him, 
imploring that they might do something 
for him to ease his passing. 

“Water?” asked one. 

The dying hero shook his head pain- 
fully. 


“Cognac?” 
“No,” he whispered. 
Could nothing, then, be done? 


Nothing? But, just as his soul seemed 
to be forever slipping from that  shat- 
tered body, one of the more vigilant 
detected a slight movement of the lips. 
He bent over his friend. 

“A cigarette.” The words just framed 
themselves. 


Instantly one was produced... .He 
clutched it, and took one almost breath- 
less puff. 


“I got the idea from David Belasco,’ 
he murmured—and fell back, dead. 


Tip Bliss. 


Tue MAN Gets A Jos as Bouncer at A Nicut 
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Invitation 


Sue: The trouble is, when you sit out, a lot of people think you're necking. 
He: Well, what do you care what people think as long as you're not? 


Sue: But if they’re going to think it anyway—— 


“What’ll We Do Now?” 


Two of Luire’s contributors, Edward 
Longstreth and Leonard T. Holton, have 
lately been scouting around in an attempt 
to discover and tabulate the great Indoor 
Sports of America. They have interviewed 
various prominent people, and have 
amassed a large collection of popular 
parlor pastimes which is about to be 
issued in book form. The title of the 
volume is to be “What’ll We Do 
Now?” and the publishers are Simon & 
Schuster. 

Lire has made arrangements with the 
authors and publishers to select some of 
these indoor sports for the information 
and entertainment of its readers. 

The first of them is called “Averages,” 
and was suggested to Messrs. Longstreth 
and Holton by Frank Crowninshield, the 
gay, but sometimes disenchanted, editor 
of Vanity Fair. Mr. Crowninshield does 
not take credit for the origination of this 
game, but he is one of its champion ex- 
ponents. 

“Averages” is played as follows, by as 
many people as happen to be on hand: 

Provide each sa with a sheet of 
paper on which is written a list of the 


more interesting human qualities, such 
as: intelligence, charm, companionability, 
adaptability, beauty, sincerity, sense of 
humor and sex appeal (or, if you want to 
be polite, call it “It’”’). 

One of the party steps out of the room, 
and then all the other players start in to 
grade the absentee on each quality: 10 is 
practically perfect; 5 is the average; less 
than 5 is inexcusably bad. 

The absentee also grades himself, to 
the best of his ability and to the best of 
his honesty as well. When called upon, 
he returns to the room and announces 
the rating he has given himself on each 
quality. This is compared with the 
ratings given him by the other players 
—and you can imagine the merriment 
that ensues, especially when the painfull 
moot subject of sex appeal is ceded 

This process may be repeated with 
every player in the game, or until the 
supply of paper and patience is exhausted. 

“Averages,” we might add, is one of 
those games that may end in a free-for- 
all fight; moreover, it is apt to leave a 
considerable amount of ill-feeling in its 
wake. 

(More of these Indoor Sports will be 
published in forthcoming issues.) 


——Life Lines— 


We gather that the Daughters of 
the American Revolution are attempting 
to identify themselves as the Mothers of 
the Next War. 

+L 

Gene Tunney having addressed a 
Yale class on Shakespeare, Jack Demp 
sey might well give the Harvard boys 
a literary lecture, choosing as his sub 
ject, “The Long Count of Mont 
Cristo.” 

Amsassapor Morrow was inter 
rupted by an earthquake while talking 
visitors in Mexico, but went right on 
with the conversation. That is ever 9 
much better than to lose your temper 
when an earthquake interrupts, and start 
to talk back. 

Jt 

Poxiticat slogan: East is Wets. 


Dear, Sweet Lapy (fo great 
big, brutal professional baseball player): 
Oh, it must be wonderful to be so strong 
and athletic! Do show me how you 
throw a game. 
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A Love Letter 
to Walter Damrosch 


Dartinc Mr. DamroscH: 

I have been meaning to write you 
now for a couple of years and tell you 
how much I enjoy your Saturday eve- 
ning programs which are broadcast 
through WJZ and Heaven only knows 
how many other stations. But you know 
how things are. When there is paper 
in the house, there is no ribbon on the 
typewriter. And when there is a ribbon 
on the typewriter, there are no stamps. 

Anyway, you get a lot of letters. What 
is one more from just poor little me? 
You get letters from sheep-herders who 
are knocked cold by the Siegfried ‘* Wald- 
weben.” You get letters from old ladies 
made young again by Strauss’ “Tales 
from the Vienna Woods.” 

What can I say? Only that I think you 
are swell. That sounds pretty dumb com- 
pared with your other letters, which are 
mostly from people who live forty miles 
from a five-and-ten-cent store. I am 
here in New York where symphony con- 
certs are as plentiful as taxicabs and 
where there are as many guest conductors 
as there are traffic cops. 

Let’s get down to the compliments: 
you have an ingratiating voice and a 
charming way of announcing your selec- 
tions. You can get your listeners as much 
steamed up over Brahms as they are over 


Mr. Future: Is it possible I hear the 
cook’s voice? 
Mrs. F.: Yes, you absent-minded fool, 
you forgot to untie the hitching rope 
again. 


George Gershwin. You can make them 
think that the “William Tell” overture 
is an exciting novelty. You can make the 
old warhorses of symphony music sound 
as though they were frisky colts. 

As a conductor, you are something of 
a missionary but you do it in a nice 
way. People who go around telling others 
what books they ought to read or what 


music they ought to enjoy are usually 
pests. You get away with it. Personality, 
that’s what it is. And, confidentially, don’t 
you get more fun playing for an unseen 
audience than facing the same old gan 
of Sunday subscribers week after week: 

This plan of giving you an orchestra 
to broadcast concerts to school children is 
a big-hearted gesture on the part of the 
RCA. Why not go all the way and form 
a symphony pod. sme just for the air? 
Most of the concerts from Carnegie Hall 
sound as though they were broadcast 
from the Times Square subway station. 
With the merger of the Philharmonic 
and New York Symphony, a lot of musi- 
cians are lying around looser than usual. 
Surely, Mr. Damrosch, with your per- 
suasive ways, you can get them together 
and form a permanent radio symphony 
orchestra. 

Agnes Smith. 


INEFFICIENT 


Moruer: Junior, you didn’t wash your 
face this morning. 

Erriciency Expert's Litrrte Boy: No, 
Mother—I heard you say we were going 
to have grapefruit for breakfast. 


A LITTLE BETTER 


“Dip you sell me a shaving brush last 
week for twenty-five cents?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, show me one for about twelve 
dollars.” 


OnLy one one-man top has been 
invented that works satisfactorily. That’s 
the Italian Government’s. 


The Wide-awake Oculist Uses a Special Chart to Test the Eyes of Tabloid Readers 
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The Silent Drama 


**sPEEDY°** 
Six years have passed since Harold Lloyd 


first emerged from the lowly two-reel 
comedy class and established himself 
(with “Grandma’s Boy”) as a formidably 
important star. In that time he has made 
many pictures, of many different types, 
and has maintained a record of con- 
sistency that has not been equaled in 
the up-and-down, ding-dong, here-today- 
and-gone-tomorrow history of the movies. 

It would have been an amazing 
achievement in any field of endeavor; in 
the department of slapstick comedy, 
where the qualities of unexpectedness and 
surprise value are essential, it is not far 
short of miraculous. 

Harold Lloyd’s latest offering is en- 
titled “Speedy,” and it contains as large 
and as succulent an assortment of juicy 
gags as has ever been seen in any en- 
vironment. One after another, they are 
hurled at the audience, and there are few 
of them that fail to land, with a pleasant 
wallsp, on the intended mark. “Speedy” 


is a remarkable demonstration of the 
scope of Lloyd’s resourcefulness, and of 
the sureness of his aim. 

“Speedy” carries no Message—it is bur- 
dened with no Big Theme—nor is it in 
any sense of the word an Epic. Its only 
object is to provoke laughs, loud laughs, 
and that object is accomplished with ad- 
mirable efficiency. 


‘*THE 


Propuction of “The Crowd” must have 
depressed its director, King Vidor, to such 
an extent that he felt compelled to do 
something—anything—to get his mind 
off business for a while. “What,” we may 
imagine him as saying, “would be a nice, 
carefree way to spend a couple of days 
—away from the grind of daily routine, 
just dreaming and forgetting about ardu- 
ous details, of which there were so many 
in “The Crowd’?” 

Suddenly, let us assume, the big idea 
came: “The very thing!” cried Mr. 
Vidor, gleefully. “Pll direct Marion 


AN EMBARRASSING MOMENT 
Will H. Hays meets his old friend, Fatty Arbuckle. 


Davies in a comedy!” So Mr. Vidor ob 
tained a manuscript called “The Patsy” 
from his good, kind employer, Mr 
Mayer, who also furnished Miss Davies 
Marie Dressler, Lawrence Gray and 
others to help act it. 

As it has turned out, “The Patsy” js 
much less rowdy, and consequently far 
more credible, than most of the Marion 
Davies comedies. But there are about it 
frequent evidences of the fact that, dur. 
ing its preparation, its director was lying 
under a haystack, fast asleep, 


‘*ABIE’S IRISH ROSE” 


THE movie version of “Abie’s Irish 
Rose” is now on view, and will be de. 
scribed next week in Lire. But not by 
the undersigned. There is only one critic 
in the world who is qualified to render 
a fair and conclusive verdict on “Abie’s 
Irish Rose” (in any form), and he is now 
on the high seas, homeward bound. 

When Mr. Benchley sets foot again on 
American soil, he will be greeted with 
the news that his first task is to write 
another review of “‘Abie’s Irish Rose.” 
You can picture his expression. 


R. E. Sherwood. 


Why the Industrial Czar Was 
Reported to Be “‘In Conference” 
He had a headache. 


He had made “seven” for five rolls in 
succession. 

His wife was talking to him on the 
telephone. 

He was dictating a letter to the Dean 
of his son’s college urging that the heir 
be given “another chance.” 

He was looking at the ships ma 
jestically sailing up and down the bay and 
didn’t want to be disturbed. 

He hadn’t finished “that trick cross 
word puzzle.” 

He had just discovered his Secretary 
had unusual eyes and pretty hair. 

He was mixing a highball for himself. 

He actually was “in conference.” 


T. F. B. 


POPULAR SONGS 
1918 
Tere, little barroom, don’t you cy; 
You'll be a drug store by and by. 
1928 
There, little drug store, don’t raise 4 
row; 
You are a barroom practically now. 


CoMPANIONATE Wire: Where wert 
you last month, you brute? 
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UST as Cadillac beauty created a vogue in motor car style, so has 
Cadillac’s incomparable performance re=created a vogue for driving. There is an irresistible 
desire to take the wheel of the Cadillac and enjoy what none but a Cadillac=built car, with 
its 90=degree, V=type, 8=cylinder engine, can sive— performance seemingly unlimited in 
range and variety, so unlabored, so easily controlled, so zestful yet restful, that once again 


Cadillac has given the idea of luxury in motoring a new meaning , # ’ r 


Afore than 50 exclusive body styles b 4 Fisher and Fisher-Flectwood 


CADILLAC MOTOR CAR COMPANY 


Division of General Afotors C. orporation 


Detroit, Michigan Oshawa, Canada 


CADILLAC 


A NOTABLE PRODUCT OF GENERAL MOTORS 
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DRAMA 
More or Less Serious 


Coquette. Maxine Elliott—Helen Hayes giving 
one of the outstanding performances of the year in a 
tender little tragedy. 


Diamond Lil. Royale—Mae West going very 
Bowery in a play written by herself. 


Dracula. Fulton—Now the dean of the spine- 
chillers and also the most devilish in its conception. 


The Ladder. 
bother. 


Belmont—Free seats but don't 


The Mystery Man. Bayes—Not much one way or 
the other. 


The Outsider. Ambassador—One of the few 
propaganda plays which have real dramatic value 
and love interest. Admirably acted by Isobel Elsom 
and Lionel Atwill. 


The Scarlet Fox. Masque—That clever and inde- 
fatigable Sergeant Devlin once more advertises the 
Royal Canadian Mounted. Very good entertain- 
ment. 


The Silent House. Morosco—Allan Dinehart and 
Helen Chandler in a creepy treasure hunt. Chinese 
touches add to the mystery. 


Strange Interlude. Golden—A woman with the 
courage of her emotions furnishes Eugene O'Neill 
with enough material for a five-hour play. Time 
out for dinner. Lynn Fontanne and a grand Guild 
cast. 


Ten Nights ina Barroom. Wallack's—Revival of 
an old thriller, showing how the barnstormers tried 
to put over Prohibition. 


The Trial of Mary Dugan. National—The court- 
room during a murder trial with all the dull features 
removed. Ann Harding in the box. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


The Bachelor Father. Belasco—Threc tempera- 
mental children—the wages of sin—come home to 
keep their erring father company. June Walker and 
Geoffrey Kerr are the high spots in this cheery 
comedy. 


Burlesque. Plymouth—Hal Skelly and Barbara 
Stanwyck as a burlesque team who make it difficult 
for love to find a way. A good show. 


The Happy Husband. Empire—With Billie Burke 
and A. E. Matthews. To be reviewed later. 


The Ivory Door. Charles Hopkins—Realists keep 
out! A. A. Milne evidently wrote this for people who 
still believe in fairies. 


Our Betters. Henry Miller—Mr. Maugham’s 
smartly bitter comedy, with Ina Claire to make it 
even smarter. 


Paris Bound. Music Box—The lighter side of 
marital infidelity—and what are you going to do 
about it? Sophisticated comedy, with Madge Kennedy. 


The Queen’s Husband. Playhouse—Roland 
Young as one of the quieter kings, who nevertheless 
packed quite a wallop on occasion. Good, rousing 
entertainment. 


The Royal Family. 
their off-stage moments. 
tender spots. 


The Shannons of Broadway. Martin Beck—Small- 
town comedy with a vaudeville background, made 
into a swell show by the Gleasons, 


Selwyn—Elite theater folk in 
A prancing comedy with 


Volpone. Guild—Robust version of Ben Jonson's 
hilarious old comedy, done to a turn by the Theatre 
Guild. To be reviewed later. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbili—King Arthur 
and his Gang entertainingly attacked by modern 
kidding, with excellent music underneath, 


The Five O'Clock Girl. Shubert—Mary Eaton and 
ar Shaw in theater-party entertainment. 


Funny Face. Alvin—Those dancing Astaires doi 
their best to Gershwin music. with Victor Moore an 
William Kent to make you laugh. 


Good News. Forty-Sixth St.—This season's pace- 
maker for musical comedy. 


Greenwich Village Follies. Wéinter 
Typical Winter Garden entertainment. 
viewed later. 

Here’s Howe. Broadhurst—To be reviewed later. 

Keep Shufflin’. Eltinge—A high-stepping colored 
mélange, with Miller and Lyles. 


Lovely Lady. Sam H. Harris—-Pleasant musical 
show, with good ballet work. 


Manhattan Mary. Apollo—Don’t tell us you 
haven’t seen Ed Wynn! 


Garden — 
To be re- 


My Maryland. Jolson's—The Civil War set to 
music. 
_Present Arms. Lew Fields’ Mansfield—To be re- 


viewed later. 


Rain or Shine. Cohan—Joe Cook a show in himself, 
with Tom Howard to help him. Terrific laughter 
nightly. 

Rosalie. New Amsterdam—Marilyn Miller and 
Jack Donahue in one of Mr. Ziegfeld's inevitable 
successes. 


Show Boat. Ziegfeld—A”sumptuous show of early 
Mississippi days with the troupers. me fine 
spirituals by Jules Bledsoe. Cast includes Charles 
Winninger, Helen Morgan and Puck and White. 


Sunny Days. Imperial—‘A Kiss in a Taxi” set to 


pretty good music. 
Take the Air. Earl Carroll—Will Mahoney's 
e 


clowning and dancing make this one worth while. 


The Three Musketeers. Lyric—Mr. Ziegfeld’s 
ace of shows. To be reviewed later. 


Robert Benchley. 


SILENT DRAMA 
Recent Developments 


The Chaser. First National—In which Harry 
Langdon _ proves that, after all, there is only one 
Charlie Chaplin. 


The Trail of 98. Metro-Goldwyn—One of those 
stupendous epics, but one that doesn't quite justify 
itself. The preliminary scenes of the gold rush to 
Alaska are magnificent. 


Skyscraper.. Pathé—An effective comedy-melo- 
drama with a structural steel background and an 
unusually competent cast. 


Mother Machree. Foxr—Oddly enough, it isn’t 
anywhere near as ham as the song—thanks largely 
to Belle Bennett's intelligent and unconventional 
interpretation of the title réle. 


Ladies’ Night. First National—The play from which 
this was adapted was once described by Robert 
Benchley as “‘the handwriting on the fence.” 


Red Hair. Paramount—Clara Bow again gets 
down to cases. 


The Big City. Metro-Goldwyn—One of Lon 
Chaney's lesser works. 


Tenderloin. Warner Bros.—Dolores Costello co- 
stars with the Vitaphone, but neither of them appears 
to particularly good advantage. 


Simba. Martin Johnson—More amazing views of 
wild animals in action, recorded by Mr. and Mrs. 
Martin Johnson, who can't seem to get enough of 
this sort of thing. 


_ The Smart Set. Metro-Goldwyn—William Haines 
in another smart-aleck réle in a none too smart story. 


Dressed to Kill. Fox—Here is a crook melodrama 
that can be recommended, with a few cheers for the 
work done by Edmund Lowe. . 


The Gaucho. United Artists—The 
Douglas Fairbanks is guilty of several oe 
this one. . 


The Secret Hour. Paramount—Pola Negri addy 
one more fine performance and one more second-rat, 
picture to her record. 


The Crowd. Metro-Goldwyn—The everyday live 
of everyday people, truthfully and painstakingly 
recorded by King Vidor with slow motion Pictures, 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 
there. 

Burning Daylight. First National—Jack . 
tale of sudden wealth in Alaska pi nd 
free-for-all fist-fight and gag-fest for Milton Sills, 


Sunrise, The Circus, Wings and The 
mand are on the current “Must” list. 


R. E. Sherwood. 


Universal—The thrill is stil 


READING MATTERS 
Fact 


Going to Pieces, By Alexander * Woollcott 
Putnam's—Bright and bubbling reminiscences ¢ 
show business. 


Naked Truth. By Clare Sheridan. Harper's 
Travel notes of a lady who has been around. 


Horatio Alger. By Herbert R. Mayes. 
Masius—Biography of the newsboy’s friend. 


Or Man Adam and His Chillun. By Roark Brad. 
ford. Harper’s—Sermons of a Negro preacher. Gooi 
material for those who tell coon stories. 


The Low-Down. By Charles G. Shaw. dHolt— 
Amusing close-ups of great and near-great New 
Yorkers. 


Macy. 


Rum, Romance and Rebellion. By Charles William 
Taussig. Minton, Balch—Bottle and Bible days in 
old New England. A poor gift for rich old Aum 
Eugenia in Boston. 


The Democratic Party. By. Frank R. Kent 
The Republican Party. By William Starr Myer. 
Century. Companionate histories by able historians. 
Swell for graduates of Henry Suydam’s classes in 
political expenditures. 


Fiction 


Alice in the Delighted States. By Edward Hope. 
Dial Press—Skilful, witty parody. Like “‘Alice in 
Wonderland”’—~you like it or you don’t. 
you're just that much better off. 


Cambric Tea. By Rebecca Lowrie. Harper's—A 
book of childhood, for secret reading by adults— 
especially parents. 


Bad Girl. By Vifia Delmar. Harcourt, Brace—The 
book of the month, although it happens to be 
Literary Guild. Well-done story of the people you 
step on in the subway. 


The Greene Murder Case. By S. S. Van Dine. 
Scribner's—Logically improbable murder mystery, 
which rapidly becomes a massacre. First among the 
current knee-knockers. 


The Virgin Queene. By Harford Powel, Jr. Litile 
Brown—Gay, satisfying yarn of an advertising mans 
revolt against smuggery. 


Deluge. By S. Fowler Wright. Cosmopolites— 
Adam & Eve & Lilith in Modern Dress. Pseudo 
claptrap. Don’t waste Saturday night om 
this one. 


The Bridge of San Luis Rey. By Thornton Wilder. 
Boni—You needn't hurry to vend this book—it wil 
be good for a long time yet. 


The Man Who Knew Coolidge. By Sinclair Lew 
Harcourt, Brace—Mr, Lewis Sie. Lewis with 


the usual results, 
Perry Githens. 
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What's the difference if King 
Richard III did live several cen- 


ur per's—A 


adults— 
ace turies ago? Shakespeare wrote 
ns to . 
eople yor his speech and Shakespeare 
Van Dine wrote for the ages. Both liked 
sis to refresh themselves. May- 
So be Shakespeare saw the hand- 
alae writing on the wall— one of 
those Coca-Cols ads, reading: 
yn Wilder. 
k—it will 

air Lewis Act I, Scene 2 8 i} climes poured into a single glass. 
miliion— P ome 
hens. 


} The Coca-Cola Company, Atlanta, Ga. 
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SAFETY AFTERWARD 

Wuew the amount of his bond was in- 
creased recently, an employee of a large 
industrial concern was given a paper to 
sign, 

“Lots of reading on it,” he observed, as 
he perused the text with great interest. 

“Huh!” remarked the clerk with the 
paper. “Ill bet you didn’t read your mar- 
riage license that carefully.” 

“Maybe not,” was the reply, “but ever 
since I signed that I’m reading everything!” 

—Youngstown Telegram. 


WHO’D HAVE THOUGHT IT? 
“Haven’t you heard?—Mary just mar- 
ried Bill Hendricks !” 
“Bill Hendricks! Not really! Why, that 
was the man she was engaged to!” 
—Princeton Tiger. 


Ovr position is that a baby born in a 
tornado finds out entirely too early what 
life is like-—Dallas News. 


THE AMATEUR ANDROCLES AND THE OVER-GRATEFUL LION. 


—Gutiérrez (Madrid). 


GRAND NEWS 

A Los Awnceres patrolman had brought 
in a Negro woman somewhat the worse for 
wear and the desk sergeant, with his very 
best scowl, roared: 

“Liza, you’ve been brought in for intoxi- 
cation !” 

“Dat’s fine!” beamed Liza. “Boy, you 
can start right now!” 

—Los Angeles Times. 


BACKSLIDING 
Wuewn we get the five-day week, to the 
end that the workers may have more 
time for self-improvement, we imagine a 
pretty strong sentiment will develop for the 
return of the old saloon. 
—Ohio State Journal. 


A New Yorx swimmer broke all records 
when she stayed thirty-two hours in a bath- 
ing pool. It would be exasperating to want 
to shave, mornings, at her boarding house. 

—Detroit News. 


REVIVED 

Gravety I doubt the truth of the anec. 
dote, and I am uncertain of its original 
source, but it seems there was a Negro boot- 
black named Sam. He took a chance in 
Harlem lottery and next day came the news 
that his ticket had won a prize of $5,000, 
Sam disappeared and was seen no more 
about his place of business, though there 
were rumors that he had been observed at 
this cabaret or another. However, the jam- 
boree was too extensive to be confined to 
any single city, and the celebration took its 
owner almost all the way around the world, 

Upon the morning of the first day of the 
second year Sam returned. He was without 
shoes and hatless. Ragged and unkempt, he 
made a pitiful plea for the return of his 
old job and got it. And then one morning 
before a month was up there came into the 
shop an agent for lottery tickets. Sam 
yielded to his blandishments and took a 
moderate flyer. Three days later the agent 
bounded in and slapped the  bootblack 
smartly across the shoulder blades. “I sup- 
pose,” he said (I forgot to mention that all 
the conversation is done in Negro dialect— 
Ep.), “that you are just about the luckiest 
man in the whole United States.” 

“What's the matter?” asked Sam, sus- 
piciously. 

“Why, just a year ago you won $5,000, 
and now within a week you win again, and 
this time you got $10,000,” explained the 
agent. 

“Oh, Lordy, Lordy!” exclaimed Sam. “Do 
I have to go through all that again?” 
—New York World. 


“His face was disfigured. As long as I can re 
— he has had a car on his face.”—Short 
tory. 


Tue long-suffering pedestrian! 
—Humorist (London). 


Wife: you CAME HOME TEN MIN- 
UTES AGO. WHY DON’T YOU COME UP 
TO BED? 

Husband (convivially): "s-EscaLa- 
TOR’s OUT OF ORDER, MY DEAR. 

—London Opinion. 
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AD INFINITUM 

“Have you read ‘Mother India’ ?” 

“Yes.” 

al you read ‘A Son of Mother India 
Answers’?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you read ‘A Grandson of Mother 
India Answers a Son of Mother India’s 
Answer to Mother India’ ?” 

“No!” 

“Shake !"—New York Sun. 


Cellarette, sideboard or ocean steamer kit is incom- 
plete without Abbott's Aids digestion. Sample 
bott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


by mail, 25 cts. C. W. 


NOT SPEAKING 


Pixcus hadn’t seen Ginsberg for five 
years, but deliberately passed him on the 
street, as usual. And rushed into his office 
and yelled to his stenographer: “Mollie, 
look in the files under ‘G,’ and see why I’m 
sore at Ginsberg.” 

—New York Evening Journal. 


“AND 
ist?” 

“Oh, no, I just play for my own amaze- 
ment.”"—IWest Point Pointer. 


are you a professional saxophon- 


Hoist Operator: wHat FLOOR YU GETTIN’ 
OFF AT, SWEETIE? 


—America’s Humor. 


A company is known by the men it keeps. 
—Louisville Times. 


DIFFICULTIES OF TECHNIQUE 


Miss Jennie of the Junction City 
Union tells of an eight-vear-old boy friend 
who was busily making crayon drawings of 
Easter rabbits. 

“Why don’t you make chickens?” she 
asked. “They are easier to draw.” 

“That's not the idea in art,” replied the 
boy friend, gravely. 

—Kansas Notes, Kansas City Star. 


In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-=EASE 


WHAT'S NEW ON THE RIALTO? 


Heywoop Broun is responsible for this 
gag about New York’s famous free show, 
“The Ladder,” and its backer, Edgar B. 
Davis, oil millionaire. The other day Mr. 
Davis greeted friends in the lobby with the 
remark, “Three new wells just came in 
to-day.” “On _ passes?” asked Dorothy 
Parker, who knows nothing about business. 

—Chicago Tribune. 


Davcuter: But smoking doesn’t do any 
harm, Mother. 
Moruer: Then for goodness’ sake, how 
did you ever come to take it up? 
—New York World. 


Lave is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, 
Title registered in U. S. 


Great Britain, Canada and British Possessions. 
Patent Office. 


The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights 
House, Breams 
England. The foreign trade supplied from Lire’s 
ouse, Breams Buildings, London, E, C. 

No c yutributions will be’ returned unless accompanied by stamped and 


in Great Britain apply to Lire, Rolls 
Lane, London, E. C. 
London Office, Rolls 


Buildings, Fetter 


addressed envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or 
non-return of unsolicited contributions. 
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to the date of issue to be affected. 
addressed to LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 


Yearly Subscription Rate, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60). 
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Persons You Are Simply Mad About 


The Bird Who Hides "Em 


Ferdie’s the birdie, who calling on 
Leaves them touching mementoes o, ae ends, 


He hides them in sofas 


in vases and mugs, 
In the grandfather's cloc 


hk, under Turkestan rugs. 
Last week Ferdie marri 


shan’t be surprised 
demised. 


To hear that he's either 


EYEN the smoker, with conscien- 
tious objections to ash trays, can’t 
resist Nevasmok. Such a novel little 
thingumbob. He just must see how 
it works. 
And how it does work. It smothers 
a glowing cigarette stub without 
giving it a chance. That cigarette 


is gone — no smoke, no smell, no 
nothing. 

You can turn Nevasmok over with- 
out spilling a flake of ash. Cleans 
in a jiffy, never gets whiffy, decid- 
edly spiffy. Lastingly enameled in 
Moscow Red, Prohibition Blue and 
other gorgeous colors. Try it. 


YANKEE METAL PRODUCTS CORPORATION, 507W. 50thSt., New York 
Specialists in artistic smoke accessories 


New York 
Showroom :— 


mannan Avenue 
Room 1121 


Smokeless and Odorless Ash Receiver 


American 
PP Mart 


If you don’t find 

NEVASMOK at 

your favorite 

smoke shop just 

send us $2.50 and 

we will ship yen 
one post 
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A home town enterprise 
backed by national experience 


An Advertisement of the 
American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


Tue Bell System is a home 
town enterprise in operation 
so that each community may 
have service that suits its 
needs. It is a national enterprise in 
research, engineering and manufac- 
ture so that every telephone user may 
have the best that concentration and 
quantity production can achieve. 
There are twenty-four operating 
companies devoting their energies to 
telephone problems throughout the 
United States—for example, the 
Northwestern Bell Telephone Com- 
pany operating throughout Iowa, 
Minnesota, Nebraska, North Dakota 
and South Dakota. It has 11,000 
men and women—friends and neigh- 
bors of the other people in their 
towns—working to maintain in its 


territory the best standards 
in telephony now known. 

In New York, in the Amer- 
ican Telephoneand Telegraph 
Company and the Bell Laboratories, 
are 5000 persons, including scientists, 
engineers and consultants in manage- 
ment, engaged in inventing better 
apparatus and discovering better 
ways to do things. 

The Northwestern Company with 
its 11,000 employees has the use of 
all that this group of 5000 in New 
York discover and perfect. Likewise 
the other twenty-three operatingcom- 
panies. They are regional organiza- 
tions adapted to local conditions, but 
behind every telephonein city or ham- 
letis the national organization for the 
development of the telephone art. 


Golfers see red and golfers see 
yellow. Made in both colors, Reddy 
Tees start no searching parties. 


Sold everywhere. Red or yellow. 18 for 25c. 
4, The Nieblo Mfg. Co., Inc., 38 East 23rd St., N. Y- 


@86. US. PAT. OFF 


Be sure you get the original and genuine 


THE EMANCIPATOR 
DIVORCE MILL 


Ever since I patented and started sell. 
ing my famous 1928 model divorce 
mill, I have been besieged by thou- 
sands who are anxious to know how 
the wonderful device operates and, 
curiosity being a human failing, | 
don’t blame them in the least. I feel 
the time has come to speak, and speak 
I shall, so if the wonders of science 
stir not your pulses read elsewhere. 

The Emancipator Divorce Mill is 
equipped with Diesel engines and, un- 
der tavorable temperamental condi- 
tions, can turn out as many as 345 
guaranteed Grade A permanent di- 
vorces an hour. The old divorce mill 
frequently slipped cogs in the Separa- 
tion Chamber, but the Emancipator 
takes the guess out of divorcing; only 
three of its higher-priced divorces in 
the last year didn’t take—we later dis- 
covered that our Incompatibility En- 
courager had stripped a few gears, and 
we pretty soon fixed that! 

The operation is very simple and 
requires no mechanical mind at all to 
understand. The parties desiring the 
divorce are placed in a hermetically 
sealed chamber which is maintained 
at a temperature of 124 degrees Fahr- 
enheit. From here an automatic belt 
conveys them to the Vanity Wounder 
compartment. A brief moment here 
and they are whisked in turn through 
the Petty Quarrel Inducer, Harsh 
Words Abettor, Mother-in-Law Prod- 
der and Family Interference Annoyer, 
and finally the same conveyor deposits 
them in the Separator, where our au- 
tomatic lawyers start to blow off steam 
before our patented automaton Judge. 
Our own formulary, patented divorce 
grounds now trickle out of eight large 
discharge pipes and fall around the 
severing parties. Ten minutes later 
each person is shot out of a different 
tube to the Clerical Division, where 
necessary papers are delivered. Twenty 
minutes from the time they entered 
the Emancipator Mill as two miser- 
ably unhappy people, they leave and 
go their respective ways, singing and 
rejoicing. 

Modesty forbids my mentioning the 
many kind testimonials I have re- 
ceived regarding my mill. But to a 
suffering world I bring even better 
tidings. I am working on an entirely 
new model mill, one that will com- 
plete the entire operation from miset- 
able wedlock to joyous divorce in less 
than twelve minutes by the clock. My 
devoted friends are prone to say that 
I have done more for the world than 
Edison, Marconi and Ford put to 
gether, if such a thing is possible, but 
really they are too kind. I enjoy doing 
my little bit and ““We”—the Emanct 


pator and I—are content with our lot. 
Arthur L. Lippmann. 
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Copyright by Coty, Inc., 1928 


mond all the charming 
huxuries of the toilette where. 
with lovely women surround 
themselves, COTY Tale zs 
indispensable. Yor freshening 
the body with tts cooling smoot 
ing softness — for absorbing 
all unpleasant morsture — 
an ‘Yor geving the very 
breath of exquisite 
daintiness with tts 
lasting richness 


of, fragrance. 


the favoured Coty Oceurs 


TWO SHADES BLANC AND ROSE 


ROUGE” 
to use it jer greatest beauty 
—a booklet tllustrated by 
CHARLES DANA GIBSON 


COT 
714 Gifth Benue, New York 


(CANADA — $5 College Ave, Montreal 
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Lire 


California, the American Riviera 


Don’t you hear 
the West a-calling? 


Calling you who have been there be- 
fore and you who have yet to sense its 
bewitching charm. The Union Pacific 
West calls you to a vacation that will 
live forever in your memory. 


Geysers hurling columns of boiling 
spray hundreds of feet skyward, water- 
falls with sheer drops of half a mile, 
mountains thrusting bediamonded 
peaks high into cloudless skies. 


Canyons of bewildering grandeur, filled 
with gigantic architecture of stone 
painted with all the colors imaginable! 
Big trees that were saplings four thou- 
sand years ago! 


Motor trails up into the heights, to 
mountain lakes and tumbling streams, 
to cool valleys and to luxurious yet 
inexpensive highland chalets. 


Low Summer Fares via the Cool 
Summer Route to All the West 


Come out into the West this summer. 
Visit California, Yellowstone, Pacific 
Northwest and Alaska, Colorado, Zion 
and Grand Canyon National Parks, 
Bryce Canyon, Kaibab Forest. 


And don’t forget the cities—Denver; 
Ogden; Salt Lake City; Portland; Seat- 
tle; Tacoma; SanFrancisco; Los Angeles 
—each with its individual charm. It’s 
not expensive on a low cost independ- 
ent or Escorted All-Expense Union 
Pacific tour. 


=== CHECK AND MAIL COUPON 
General Passenger Agent, Dept. 209 
Union Pacific System, Omaha, Neb. 

Please send me complete information in- 
cluding cost, and booklet. 
0 California OPacific Northwest and Alaska 
OYellowstone() Dude Ranches Colorado 
OZion-Grand Canyon National Parks 
OEscorted All-Expense Tours OHawaii 


THE OVERLAND ROUTE — 


**THE STARS CAN 
TELL—’’ 


WHEN he was born all the stars were 
in propitious propinquity, according to 
the astrologers, and it was freely pre- 
dicted that he would ascend to heights 
where all men would envy him. 

But fate seemed to shoot his horo- 
scope all to pieces. As a lad he never 
won at marbles and every other kid 
was able to lick him. He became a 
laughing-stock when he reached man- 
hood, for he was homely and he lost 
job after job because of dandruff. He 
never was able to master the ukulele 
or spring some snappy retort; he 
blushed whenever the waiter spoke to 
him in any dialect other than the one 
he was accustomed to use. 

Girls shunned him and he found life 
a miserable mess. 

But in the long run astrology proved 
infallible. Today there isn’t a man in 
the country who doesn’t envy him. 

For his father got into politics and 
became acquainted with an oil mil- 
lionaire, and now our hero spends all 
his time loafing and drinking. 


R. H. 


THOUGHTS WHILE 
SHAVING 


“Heicu-Ho. Every morning I shave it 
off and every morning here it is again. 
Wonder what would happen if I'd 
quit shaving and grow a beard? I'd 
look like a Russian. Russian—caviar 
to the general. But are generals fond 
of caviar? Admirals have more fun 
than generals—unless they happen to 
be disposed to sea-sickness. That gin 
is poisonous. It always gives you a 
headache the next morning. I’m tired 
of having hangovers. Guess I'll go on 
the wagon. But not until after Ed’s 
party next Saturday night. Wonder if 
that red-haired girl will be there? If 
I'd think less about red-haired women 
and more about the bond business I 
might be able to pay some of these 
bills. Never worry about your debts. 
Let your creditors do the worrying. 
Bernard Shaw said that. It might have 
been Aristotle. Gee, I’ve forgotten 
everything I ever learned at school. 
Wish I'd taken up a good trade in- 
stead of wasting four years going to 
college. Have to get another tube of 
shaving cream. How can I remember 
to buy one? I should begin to develop 
my memory. Addison Sims of Seattle. 
Puget Sound. New York, New Haven 
and Hartford.....Thank Heaven! 


That’s over until to-morrow.” 


. Robert Lord. 


“We never know how a boy is goin’ 
turn out, or when a girl is goin’ t’ turn 


in.”—Abe Martin, in Indianapolis News. 


When your opponent sneezes 
at the top of your swing . . , 


—it is not considered good form to 
hit him with anything heavier than 
a mid-iron. This handicap may be 
partially overcome, however, by 
waiting till his back is turned and 
using a properly balanced club for 
the operation. 

On the other hand, if you are 
already using properly balanced 
clubs (Wilson Interrelated Irons, to 
be exact) it will take more than a 
sneeze to throw you off your swing. 


GOLF EOUIPMENT 


WILSON-WESTERN SPORTING GOODS CO. 
ew York Chicago San Francisco 


DANDRUFF 


A Sure Way to End It 


There is one sure way that never fails to re 
move dandruff completely, and that is to dissolve 
it. Then you destroy it entirely. To do this, 
just apply a little Liquid Arvon at night before 
retiring; use enough to moisten the scalp and 
rub it in gently with the finger tips. 

By morning, most, if not all, of your dandruff 
will be gone, and two or three more applications 
will completely dissolve and entirely destroy 
every single sign and trace of it, no matter how 
much dandruff you may have. 

You will find, too, that all itching of the scalp 
will stop instantly and your hair will be lustrous, 
glossy, silky and soft, and look and feel a hu 
dred times better. 

You can get Liquid Arvon at any drug stor 
and a four ounce bottle is all you will need. 


an simple remedy has never been known ® 
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«pEOPLE WHO NEVER SEE 

THE FUNNY SIDE OF 
THINGS” 


Sue: I think people who haven’t a 
gnse of humor are simply deadly! 

He: Yeah, you bet! 

Sue: I mean I think you can sort of 
get a laugh out of anything if you 
have a sense of humor, do you know 
what I mean? 

He: Sure, you said it. 

Sue: Because I mean loads of times 
there’s a funny side, sort of, even to 
something terribly tragic, sort of. 

He: Yeah, you bet. 

Sue: And I mean I can ¢alk to peo- 
ple who have a sense of Aumor because 
| mean I think talking to anybody with 
a sense of humor makes you say clev- 
er things, don’t you? 

He: Oh, sure—you bet. 

Sue: But doesn’t it bore you to tears 
to have to talk to somebody who never 
ses the funny side of things? 

He: Yeah, you bet. 

Sue: You know, that’s what I sim- 
ply adore about you, Ransom—you're 
so stimulating, sort of, because you 
have such a marvelous sense of Aumor. 

He: Well, you’ve got a wonderful 
sense of humor, too. You say darn 
clever things all the time. 

Sue: Oh, no, I don’t really—I mean 
I'm not a bit clever! 

He: Gosh, I think you’re the clever- 
est, wittiest girl I know. 

SHe: Oh, Ransom—I’m not at ail! 
Really, I'm not—but it’s awfully sweet 
of you to say so! 


Lloyd Mayer. 


WHY NOT GO TO THE 
MOVIES TONIGHT? 


Untess there is something wrong with 
your town, you will find the follow- 
ing features billed for tonight: 

Charles Murray and George Sidney 
in a comedy centering around their 
tivalry for the affections of a buxom 
blonde widow. 

Wallace Beery and Raymond Hat- 
ton in another funny fillum, with Ray- 
mond scheming to make a boob out 
of Wallace. The picture will end with 
Wallace chasing Hatton, and you can 
lie awake the rest of the night won- 
dering who won the race. 

Norman Kerry in that same old 
Austrian army uniform, pawing at the 
shoulder of a poor but pure gal, and 
then falling for her. 

_ A thrilling picture of the air service, 
including some more of the scenes that 
were left over from “Wings.” 


He: Have a cigarette? 
Sue: Sir, are you trying to insult 
me? I am the mother of five children. 
He: Oh, in that case have a cigar. 


Pepsin Gum 
aids diges 


Nothing like a stick of Beeman’s after 
lunch to refresh you for the afternoon. 
Originated by Doctor Beeman more 
than thirty years ago, it has always 
been known as the quality gum. Chew 
Beeman’s after meals. It aids digestion. 


FLASHES FROM 


The im ent on 
driving lights 


Longer, Stronger Beam 
easiest to operate. Most 
beautiful appearing — moder- 
ately priced. A standard acces- 
sory with most cars. Complies 
with legal restrictions in all 
states. DeLuxe size $25.00— 
small size $17.50. 


Fill out coupon for information. 


UNITY MFG. CO. 
2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 


The Optimist: “I can see 
good in anything.” 
The Motorist: “That so? Can 
you see good in driving 
at night without a 


SPORT-LITE?” 


SS 


UNITY MBG. CO. 
2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
Please send information on SPORT-LITES. 


LIFE 39 
7 
Feel after lunch 
ezes 
n to 
y be 
by 
and 
for 
need 
s, to bas) 
an a 
ving. 
T 
~ 
\\ 
\\ 
It 
tow 
\ 
er bot — | Me 
strous 
a hun- = 
one 


LiFe 


wees freedom from care— 
and every travel comfort are the 
experiences assured to Europe- 
bound travelers by the American 
Express plan of Independent travel. 
You see all the things and places 
you wish in utmost ease and com- 
fort. Your own personal prefer- 
ences and requirements are em- 
bodied in the itinerary. YOU have 
the option on the sightseeing, 
class of accommodation and 
amount to be invested in the trip. 
When the tentative plans 
submitted by our travel ex- 
perts meet with your en- 
tire satisfaction, the Amer- 
ican Express proceeds with 
the actual arrangements... 
providing you in advance 
with all you need for your 
journey. ..tickets, reserva- 
tions, etc., with an automatic in- 
troduction to service at eve 
American office abroad. 
The new booklet “American 
Traveler in Europe” fullydescribes 
how to go to Europe, where to go, 
and what to see in ease, safety and 
comfort. Call, telephone or send 
coupon fora copy to thenearest office 


AMERICAN 
EXPRESS 


Travel Department 


Standing- 
in-line 

delays an. 

disappoint- 
ments are 
eliminated 


58 E. Washington Street 
Chicago 
Market at Second Street 
San Francisco 
606 McGlawn-Bowen Bldg. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Please send “The American Traveler in Europe” to 
Name 


cAlways Carry American Express Travelers Cheques 


RHYMED REVIEWS 


The Book of Green Vegetables 
By Mollie Gold and Eleanor Gilbert. D. Appleton & Co. 


Bestow the crown of spinach-leaf 
On helpful Misses Gold and Gilbert, 
Whose book makes codfish, mutton, 
beef 
And turkey seem not worth a fil- 
bert! 


The cost of meat no more disturbs 
The careful cook with fears of fam- 
ine, 
For here be nine-and-thirty herbs 


Replete with every choice vitamine. 


A table rich beyond all praise 
These culinary ladies set us, 

With onions cooked in seven ways 
And five varieties of lettuce. 


They start with noble artichokes, 
Asparagus and cabbage messes, 

And end by tempting dainty folks 
With bacon-flavored water cresses. 


Oh, Broccoli! Oh, fair Borecole! 
Oh, Leek, the garden’s fragrant 
scion! 
Oh, Squash, Kohlrabi, Escarole, 
Finochio and Dandelion! 


[t may be right and 4 la carte 
To simmer okras down to gruel, 
And yet to braise a lettuce heart, 
That tender heart, seems rather 
cruel. 


While chard deserves to boil with 
pork, 
Can any woman’s gentle daughter 
“Prick little eggplants with a fork 
And drop on into boiling wa- 
ter’’? 


Still, slice the onion, mince the kale, 
So good for them that would be 
thinner, 
And strip the eggplant’s purple mail! 
We'll take a vegetable dinner. 


Arthur Guiterman. 


BINNEYVILLE ITEM 


Miss Opa Green was quite badly 
shaken up from a fall at her home 
last Wednesday evening. Mr. William 
Brown, to whom she is newly engaged, 
was a on an antique chair in the 


parlor and it suddenly collapsed. 


Yvonne: Well, I know one girl 
who thinks her husband is perfectly 
wonderful. 

Yvetre: Oh! So you’ve just come 
from a wedding? 


Absorbine sp 


At all DRUGGISTS $1.25 _ 
bottle 


= Send for free trial 


W.F.YOUNG, Inc., Springfield, Mass, 


q 


Via Mavana and 
wonderful 


PANAMA 


5.000 miles of cool, delight- 


ships in the service. 


Fortnightly sailings by new 
S. S. California, largest 
steamer ever built’ under 
the American flag, and the 
popular S. S. Manchuria 
and S. S. Mongolia. 


Special Round Trips 
One Way Water — One Way Rail 


From home town back to 

home town. Steamer cither 

way. Choice of rail routes 
‘across Continent, $350 
Ist Class. 
Class. 


ful travel on largest, fastest : 


$225 Tourist . 


One Way— $250 IstClass, 


$125 Tourist 
Apply to Paxsenger Dept., No. I 
Broadway, New York, our othccs 
else» here, or any or 


Panama facifie fine 


1 
INTERNATIONAL MERCANTILE MARINE COMPANY 5 
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THE SONG OF PAN 


“[ woz downunna tha counna, cleanun 
up some junk, an’ when I cummup 
furrair, thairee wuz... .Leanun onniz 
cane like Aydolluf Men-jew....An- 
nee wuz awdresstup ta go heart- 
breakun....Gawd’s giff ta wimmun. 
_,.Annee sezztamee, ‘I been watchun 
fa twenny minnuts,’ he sezz, annye 
sezz, ‘My Lawd,’ I sezz, ‘juss lika cat 
watchuss a mouse, huh?’ I sezz. 
‘Whassit all about?’ I sezz, annee 
sezz, ‘I’m a pradoosa,’ he sezz, ‘an- 
nime puttun onna show,’ he sezz, ‘an’ 
] wantcha furra part innut,’ he sezz, 
‘yar juss tha type,’ he sezz, annye 
sezz, ‘How dya know I’m tha type ya 
think I am?’ I sezz. ‘I might be re- 
speccabul,’ I sezz, annee sezz, “Now 
lissun, lil guyl, ya cummun out wim- 
mee furra lil supper an’ we'll talkut 
over,” he sezz, annye sezz, ‘Yeah,’ I 
sezz, ‘ainnat nice!’ I sezz, annen he 
leans over tha counner an’ breez 
dowmmye neck, annee sezz, “Withem 
looks an’ figger,” he sezz, ‘ya can go a 
long way!” he sezz, annye sezz, ‘Yeah,’ 
I sezz, ‘an’ walk back,’ 1 sezz. ‘Ya 
gutha wrong guyl, Kewpud,’ I sezz. 
‘Go fine a blonn,’ I sezz, annee sezz, 
‘Ya'll like me whenya know me bet- 
ter,’ he sezz, annye sezz, ‘I ain’t gonna 
know ya better, I ainno snake charm- 
er, I sezz, ‘annow lemmee tell one,’ 
] sezz, ‘if I call tha floor deteccuf,’ I 
sezz, ‘he'll fine a part fa ya,’ I sezz, 
annee looked ammee as reproashful 
azzif I’d kicktum inna slass, annee 
sezz, ‘Ya don’t truss me, huh?’ he sezz 
—onnussly, Vick-turreen, he hammore 
gawl—‘Ya don’t truss me,’ he sezz, 
‘annat mace me feel bad,’ he sezz, 
annye sezz, ‘Me too,’ I sezz, ‘so don’t 
stannare any longer urrile bussout cry- 
un,’ | sezz. “Ya better take ’em spatss 
ousside,’ sezz, ‘because hiccums 
Misser Flannurry, anneze lible ta teach 
ya some new steps ta put inya show,’ 
I sezz, annye made a bluff at callun 
summuddy, an’ yorta seen Kewpud 
go innooizz danss, onnussly, he wuz 
five aisles away before I gommye 
breath back, tha lively lil rascull—on- 
nussly, Vick-turreen, ya shoulda 
senum pickunizz feet up an’ put- 
tunnum down. He wuz fass, what J 
mean. Onnussly, he leff me flat!” 


Heman Fay, Jr. 


STRANGER THAN 
FICTION 
“Tury say the charming murderess 
been convicted, but I can’t find 
anything about it in the paper.” 
“No? Look under ‘Oddities in the 
Day’s News.’ ” 


Ir THE penalty for murder were 
a spanking with a wooden paddle 
there'd be plenty of protests that it 
should not be made of hardwood. 


store) direct to us. 


eavitt & 


MANUFACTURING 


“COOL UNDER FIRE” 


Old grads who smoked their first pipeful of Cake Box Mixture nearly 50 
years ago are still sending us regularly their repeat orders! When 
this famous blend of tobaccos makes friends, it keeps them! If 

you haven’t enjoyed the real “pipe peace” that Cake Box Mix- 
ture gives, you've a mighty pleasant surprise ahead of you. 


On sale at your tobacconist’s, in tins—$2.50, $1.25, 60c, or pocket package 30c, 
or send cheque and shipping instructions (including the name of your tobac 


co 


eirce ine 


TOBACCONISTS 


Harvard Square, Cam* ridge, 


MELODIOUS PIPES 


(A luxury for present-day smokers is a pipe 
with “wireless” attached.) 


In olden lore the pipes of Pan 
Shrilled through the forest trees: 
Today the pipe of any man 
Has the same power to please; 
For smokers learn that they can get 
A pipe “complete with wireless set!” 
—Cassell’s Magazine (London). 


DEVELOPMENT 

“Less than two years ago,” said the 
professional booster, with a wide sweep 
of his arms to include a new outlying 
area of his city, “this was all farm land.” 

“Is that so?” said the visitor, who was 
somewhat artistic and had a sense of 
beauty, as he looked over the shacks, 
pools of stagnant water, abandoned au- 
tomobiles, and so on. “Is that so? That’s 
too bad.”—Detroit Free Press, 


Smelling Salts 


At home, at the theatre, while 
shopping or traveling, or if you 
find yourself in stuffy rooms or 
crowded places, the pungent fra- 


grance of Crown Lavender 
Smelling Salts clears the brain, 
steadies the nerves, counteracts 
faintness and weariness. It is 
invigorating—a delight and com- 
fort. Sold everywhere. Schieffelin 
& Co., 170 William St., New York. 


-MADE AT KEY WEST— 
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TRADE MARR BEG US OAT OFF 


"The Shoe that: Different 


MA2E to give your feet the proper sup- 
port needed to meet present day walk- 
ing conditions—cement walks and floors— 
nace ag shoes will keep all the nerves and 
muscles of the human walking mechanism 
happy, like no other shoes made in the world. 
When your feet ask you to sit down at 5 
o'clock at night it is a sure sign you need 
Foot-Joy Shoes. 

They are made in smart, exclusive styles 
for all occasions—street, sport, or evening 
wear. Send for illustrated catalogue. 


FIELD & FLINT CO., Brockton, Mass. 
Makers of high grade shoes for over 60 years. 
The above statment is just as true of Foot-Joy Shoes for women. 
rite for information. 


Name 


Address LP 


AS STRONG AS ITS 
WEAKEST LINK 


Ir I could cultivate repose— 

The sort that regularly goes 

With cold, uncompromising steel— 
I think I'd be inclined to feel 

Some small contentment that would be 
A comfortable change for me. 


For I am very weary of 

This turmoil in the name of love, 
And would be better off without 

Its pleasant torments. But I doubt 

If such a change of program would 
Last long enough to do much good. 


Margaret Fishback. 


TWO GENTLEMEN WHO 
HAVE NECKED THE 
SAME GIRL COMPARE 
NOTES 


“Sue's a damn good sport, all right, 
and a swell looker.” 

“You said it. She’s a knockout!” 

“Do you s’pose she pets?” 

“Well, I'd say she might under the 
right circumstances. Most of ’em will.” 

“Yeah—you said it. But I guess 
she’s not promiscuous.” 

“No, I guess not.” 

“T think she’s a girl with quite a 
lot of character.” 

“Yeah—I guess that’s right. She’s 
got a lot more to her than most of 
these janes, I guess.” 

“Yeah—you said it. She told me 
she’d rather sit home and read than go 
out with somebody who doesn’t inter- 
est her.” 

“Yeah? Well, that’s more than most 
of them will do. Most of ’em will go 
out with any Tom, Dick or Harry 
that asks ’em.” 

“Yeah, that’s a fact. It beats me. 
They never discriminate.” 

“They haven’t got the brains to.” 

“T guess that’s it. She’s got brains.” 

“Yeah, you said it. She talks 
damned intelligently about lots of 
things.” 

“Yeah, she understands you when 
ou talk sense.” 

“That’s a fact. Most of ’em are 
bored stiff unless you're telling *em 
they’re beautiful all the time.” 

“That's a fact. She’s different. She’s 
got something to her.” ‘ 

“Yeah—you get something out of 
an evening with a girl like her.” 

“You're right and, gee, she’s a swell 
looker!” 

“Beautiful legs, hasn’t she?” 

“T'll say so! Do you s’pose she 
necks?” 

“Well, I'd say she might under the 
right circumstances.” 

“Oh, sure—they all will.” 


“Yeah—you said it!” L. M. 


Stops All 
Travel Sickness 


preventing nausea, 
faintness, headaches, 
dizziness and nervous 
exhaustion. 


“Mothersill’s” will make 
your journey by sea, 
train, auto or air com- 
fortable. pleasant and 
free from distress. 


=> = 

For over 30 years lead- 
ingphysicians and trav- 


elers have enthusias- 
tically endorsed its use. 


75c. & $1.s0at 
Drug Stores or direct 


THE MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO., Lid, 
New York, Montreal, London, Paris 


“Ba 
SEASICK 


Light makes 
right 


WHEN it’s black enough out- 
side to make a coal-heaver 
look like a blond ghost, you 
need a handful of straight- 
shooting light, a flashlight, to 
drive back gloom and show up 
hidden dangers. 

A good habit, that—the 
flashlight habit. Saves clean- 
ers’ bills. Keeps the doctor 
away. 

The secret of flashlight suc- 
cess is the little power-house 
inside—the battery. When 
you load your flashlight, no 
matter what its make, be safe 
and sure by getting a genuine 
Eveready Battery. Just as a 
matter of light insurance. 
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TWO READERS OF THE 
CONGRESSIONAL REC- 
ORD HAVE IT OUT 
“Ir has been brought to my attention 
that the gentleman from West Eamis 

Avenue referred to me as a clod.” 

“The gentleman from Boody Street 
has been misinformed. Had the 
gentleman made a reasonable effort to 
secure accurate information he would 
have learned that I called him a slob.” 

“Does the gentleman from West 
Eamis Avenue realize 

“Will the gentleman from Boody 
Street yield to me?” 

“[ yield to the gentleman.” 

“I desire to enlarge my original re- 
mark about the gentleman and ask 
consent to insert in the record a state- 
ment that the gentleman is both a clod 
and a slob, and a nincompoop as 
well.” 

“It is not my intention to take up 
the time of this honorable body with 
a lengthy discussion of the mental de- 
ficiencies of the gentleman from West 
Eamis Avenue as they are revealed by 
his statements. On the contrary, I shall 
content myself with smacking... .” 

“Will the gentleman yield?” 

“T will.” 

“It has been rumored that the 
gentleman from Boody Street is armed 
with a blunt instrument known as 
brass knuckles and has stationed one 
or more compatriots in this vicinity to 
assist him in working great damage 
on my person. I arise to a point of 
privilege, therefore, and announce that 
further negotiations will be conducted 
by telephone... ..” 

(Two minutes pass.) 

“Greater fleetness of foot and the 
timely arrival of a trolley car having 
enabled the gentleman from West 
Eamis Avenue to elude me tempo- 
rarily, it is the sense of this body that 
the matter be set aside as unfinished 
business.” 


Gerald Cosgrove. 


ROYALTY IN STRANGE 
COMPANY 
From Science—“Dr. Frank Chapman 
of the American Museum of Natural 
History, in reporting the activities of 
the station for the study of wild life at 
Barro Colorado Island, said: ‘On a single 
morning I observed passing before my 
door any number of coati, a little flock 
of peccaries, a procession of howling 
monkeys and the Duke and Duchess of 
York.’ "—Boston Transcript. 


“I xwow she’s keeping her mar- 
riage a secret,” confided The Little 
Woman, “because she told me.” 

—Detroit News. 


No matter whether you plan 
to spend $300 or $3000, our 
specially prepare descriptive 
booklet, sent free on request, 
will be invaluable. Tours 


with escort. Independent 
Tours. Private Auto Tours. 


DEAN & DAWSON, Ltda. 
500 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y. 
Established 57 years 
40 European Offices 


LONDON PARIS ROME CAIRO 


SYRACUSE 


SYRACUSE, N.Y. 


VERY metropolitan 

service is provided in 
this new and modern 600 
room hotel. All outside 
rooms—with bath. Rates 
from 3.00 up. Sample 
rooms 4.00 up. 


Two 
cities 


Eacellent 


POWERS 
HOTEL 


ROCHESTER, N.Y., 


Recently modernized and 
refurnished. Large rooms 
—new baths —lamps on 
beds. In heart of banking 
and business area. Noted 
for its hospitality and good 


Ss food. 300 rooms from 2.25 


up. 


Both under the direction of 
ROY P. BRAINARD 
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Santa Fe is,selling 
Xcursion 


tickets at bargain rates to 
California, Colorado, New 
Mexico, Arizona, and the 
whole Pacific coast. 


Be sure to take the In- 
dian-detour and stop over 
at Grand Canyon. 


Mr. W. J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mgr., 
Santa Fe System Lines, 
1064 Railway Exchange, Chicago 


Am interested in trip to. ° 
Please send me detailed information and free folders 
— California Picture Book, Indian-detour, Grand 
Canyon Outings. 


TWO BIGHEARTED 
BABIES SETTLE THE 
HOME FINANCE PROBLEM 


“WeLL, Joe, I see where Sam and his 
wife have busted up at last.” 

“It was bound to come sooner or 
later, Bill; bound to come. The way 
Sam treated that little woman was a 
damn shame. That’s all it was, Bill, a 
damn shame!” 

“Yeah. She told my wife once that 
in the twelve years she and Sam had 
been married he hadn’t given her but 
three dollars to spend on herself!” 

“That ain’t right, Bill. A woman 
nowadays has got to have some money 
of her own, or feel that she can go out 
and spend a little, once in a while, 
without being jumped on.” 

“You said it, Joe. We got a pretty 
good system, the wife a I. At first 
we tried having a joint account, but 
that didn’t wo She was always for- 
getting to fill out the check stubs, and 
we never knew how much we had in 
the bank. So I says one day: ‘Honey, 
there’s no sense in you having to 
bother about keeping track of checks,’ 
I says. “We'll just put the account in 
my name. And any time you’re down- 
town and see some little thing you'd 
like to have, just drop into the office 
and I'll give you the money for it.’ She 
thought it would be too much bother 
at first. But it’s worked out fine. I 
don’t suppose she drops into the office 
for money once in three months, but 
she always knows that if she wants 
any, all she has to do is ask for it.” 

“The wife and I got a little differ- 
ent system, Bill. ‘How much does it 
take to run the house — buy meat, 
groceries and things like that?’ I says 
a year or so ago. ‘Well,’ she says, ‘T 
guess I could get by with seventeen 
or eighteen dollars a week.’ So I says: 
‘Well, each week I'll give you twenty, 
and you can have all that’s left over 
at the end of each week.’ Of course, if 
some one comes in for dinner some 
weeks it cuts down on her spending 
money. But those things equalize 
themselves, Bill, and I guess she has 
plenty, because she hasn’t asked for a 
cent from me since we went on that 
system.” 

“Tt don’t do a woman any good to 
have too much money, Joe. They 
haven’t got money sense like a man 
has. Why, last month my wife’s moth- 
er sent her five bucks for her birthday. 
She went downtown and came home 
with a lot of little doodads — rouge, 
bath salts and that sort of stuff—but 
when she got to adding up what she’d 
spent she was sixty cents off! And she 
couldn’t for the life of her dope out 
what’d become of it!” 

“Yeah, that’s the way women are, 
Bill. Money doesn’t mean much to 
‘em. But it does make a fellow boil over 
to hear how série fellows, like Sam, 


Se 
But Don’t Worry 
—Just Do This 


There is a way to slenderness, easy 
pleasant, scientific. No abnormal exer- 
cise or diet is required. People have used 
it for 20 years—millions of boxes of it. 
You can see the results in every circle. 
Excess fat is nowhere near as common 
as it was. 

That way is Marmola prescription 
tablets, based on wide scientific research, 
oe by thousands of experiments. 

edical men have found a substance 
which turns food into fuel and energy, 
rather than into fat. Marmola contains 
that substance, to combat over-weight in 
the natural way. 

Marmola is no secret. The complete 
prescription is in every package, also the 
reasons for results. So you may know 
why fat disappears, ot know that it 
means no harm. 

Go try Marmola. Simply take four tab- 
lets daily until the weight comes down to 
normal. Watch the new beauty, new 
health and vitality. You will be delighted. 

This is the modern, the scientific way 
to combat the formation of fat. Learn how 
much it means to you, at once. Then, 
when it brings you what you wish, tell 
your friends about it. Tell them how a 
slender figure is now easy to attain. Do 
this before you forget it. Order now. 
There are few things more important 
than what Marmola brings to people, 
You will be delighted. 

Marmola prescription tablets are 
sold by all druggists at $1 per box. 
If your druggist is out, he will get 
them at once from his jobber. 


MARMOLA 


Prescription Jablet 


Pleasant Way to 


The ORIGINAL wide 


GARTER 


Always comfortable. Never slips. 
No adjustments. Favored by ath- 
letes. Sold everywhere. 

35¢ to $1.25 everywhere, If not at your 
deater, send 50¢ for pair to Dept. L. 
The Thos. P. Taylor Co; Bridgeport, Conn. 
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Lire 


make their wives skimp along with- 
out a cent!” 

“It’s a damn shame, Joe, that’s what 
it is... Well, I’ve got to grab a taxi 
and get over to my place. ..Say, got 
a fiver you can spare until I see you 
at lunch? I know I had a five some- 
where in my pockets when I left home, 
but I can’t seem to find it. . .Maybe I 
spent it...I dunno. ...Maybe I lost 


it. 

“Sure! I'll have Miss Smith get it 
for you — she handles all the office 
funds... .Miss Smith, draw a check 
for five and cash it right away for this 
gentleman, will you? . ."Smatter, Miss 
Smith?...Here, now, what’re you 
crying about?...You say our account 
is overdrawn a hundred and fifty dol- 
lars and you can’t figure out what's 
the matter?...Well, well!...Don’t 
feel bad about that, girlie!.. .Proba- 
bly you just forgot to keep track of 
some of the checks!. . . There now, just 
forget it Chet Johnson. 


THE CENSORS 


“Certain portions of that film were 
very vulgar—in fact, some of it was 
revolting!” 

“Especially that part where the vil- 
lain tears off the heroine’s clothes! I 
positively shuddered!” 

“And, my dear, that part of it where 
he kisses that woman. Do you remem- 
ber that?” 

“Remember it? It scarred me! Such 
kisses!”’ 

“Not only on the lips. OP ag 

“But on the neck!” 

“And on the arms!” 

“And on the lower part of the 
throat!” 

“Ugh!” 

“Ugh!” 

“But we made them delete it, didn’t 
we?” 

“Very properly we did!” 

“Did you confiscate the objectionable 
parts?” 

“Most assuredly!” 

“You did? Let’s see how they look, 
will you?” 

“Sure, we can hold them up to the 
light!” Tom F. Barry. 


FIGURE IT OUT 


Wuart should one really talk about? 
If you talk about yourself you're con- 
ceited. If you talk about your business 
you're a “shop talker.” If you talk too 
much you're a bore. If you haven't any- 
thing to talk about you’re uninteresting. 
If you talk about your baby or your 
club affiliations you’re a Babbitt. If you 
talk about people you’re a knocker. If 
you talk sweetly about a friend you're a 
log-roller, If you talk about art you're 
‘highbrow, and if you don’t talk at all 
you're a high-hat! 

—New York Graphic. 


VERY family can now afford the pleasure and con- 
venience of Chris-Craft ownership. Standardization 


May we send you 
this Booklet? 

It contains the com- 
plete Chris-Craft 
story, with pictures 
of the eleven 1928 
models, specifica- 
tions and prices. 


and volume production have brought the price of an 
eight-passenger, 30 mile-an-hour, All-Mahogany Chris- 
Craft as low as $1995. 

Forty-two years of experience in fine boat building, 
including the creation of ten consecutive Gold Cup 
winners, is reflected in the design of every Chris-Craft. 


In addition to the $1995 model there are ten others, 
\ ranging in price up to $9750. Each a beautiful example 
\\ of the boat builder’s art—staunchly made, generously 
\\ powered and luxuriously finished. 


: Craft 204 Detroit Road 
\ 


New York Factory Branch 


CHRIS SMITH & SONS BOAT COMPANY 


Algonac, Michigan 
° 153 West 3ist St., at 7th Ave. 


ris-Craft 


THE WORLD'S LARGEST BUILDERS OF ALL-MAHOGANY RUNABOUTS 


SOLICITUDE 


“Tere are so many stories of missing 
girls,” said one of the more careful moth- 
ers of this neighborhood yesterday, “that 
I've told Betty she positively must be in 


not later than 5 a. m. or I'll be worried 
about her.”—Ohio State Journal. 


INEVITABLE 

As soon as day begins to dawn 

The meadow-lark starts singing. 
As soon as evening comes, a star— 

The angel’s lamp—starts swinging. 
As soon as I am in the tub 

The telephone starts ringing! 

—M. M., in California Pelican. 


‘ 
‘ 


Rufeut 


Now you can enjoy a really up-to-date 
training in this attractive field, full of 
sparkle and dash—a radical departure 
and pleasant relief from old fashioned 
courses and antiquated methods Pre- 
pare for a career in this delightful, 
well-paid profession. Write for free 
illustrated book, “The Last Word in 
Humorous Illustration.” 


The Russell PattersonSchool 
Michigan Ave. at 20th St., Dept. 5 
CHICAGO, ILL, 


UROPE $722 «i, 


200 All Expense Tours $195 up. Booklet Free. 
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ALLEN TOURS, Inc., 154 B Street, Bester 


LIFE 


At That To-Be- 


Remembered Dinner 


Restful quietude . . . snow-white damask 
. . . gleaming silver . . . flowers of exquisite 
tints and odors . . . p ump crimson apples 
. . . baked ham, golden-brown, clove-studded, 
fresh from the oven! 

And such ham! No element of artificiality 
deprives it of inherent deliciousness. Just as 
in the days of long, long ago. 


Decker's 


produced only from young porkers raised in 
America’s famous corn belt, cured in the slow, 
painstaking way so vitally essential in the de- 
velopment of full flavor-richness—and then, 
not sparingly, but for days and days, given a 
finishing touch of lusciousness with real, green, 
hickory-wood smoking. It is not a canned 
cooked ham. They are served by the clubs 
whose memberships demand the finest, the bet- 
ter hotels, and on private cars and are available 
to you by ordering direct from us. They weigh 
between 12 and 16 lbs. The price is soc the lb. 
delivered. Add 5c per pound west of the 
Rockies. 


is cured and smoked the same long, careful way—tanged 
with the real relish of old-fashioned bacon by careful 
smoking with real, green, hickory-wood smoking. Sup- 
plied in a flitch, weighing about 5-6 lbs. and priced at 
6oc the Ib. 


Special proposition for Country Clubs, Town Clubs, 
Hotels and Restaurants. Write for detailed information. 
DEALERS—Ask for exclusive franchise. 


JAcos E. DECKER & SONS 
Creators of 


TOWN CLUB HAMS & BACON 
Mason City, out in lowa 


We will cheerfully 
refund your money “4 
not 


Roses and Razzberries 


DRUGS, ETC. 


To tHe Eprror or Lire. 
Sir: 

The writer wishes to call your at- 
tention to an article on page six of the 
December fifteenth issue of Lire in 
which the statement is made that: 

“Drug Store: Any shop handling 
automobile tires, liquor, pincushions 
and—” 

“Pharmacist; Licensed bootlegger.” 

The writer considers these state- 
ments untrue and libelous of: both his 
profession and his store and thinks 
that an apology should be forthcom- 
ing to himself and to the druggists of 
the country at large. To say the least, 
statements of this sort in as high grade 
a magazine as Lire are in very bad 
taste. 

Louis V. MippLETon 

Mipp.eton’s Druc Store, 

Granp. Rapips, MicH. 


THERE’S NO ANSWER 
TO THIS 


To THe Eprrors oF Lire. 
Sirs: 

Cheapskates, that’s what you are! I 
could wish your Exchange Editor were 
head of the Editorial Desk. 

“Why don’t you sell your stuff?” 
my friends keep asking. So I sent a 
four-line verse to LirE some weeks 
ago....which they returned, plus the 
conventional remarks. 

I then sent it (don’t tell Riq) to the 
Chicago Evening Post. And this week’s 
Lire contains a reprint of the verse un- 
der “Our Foolish Contemporaries” .... 
at how much a word? 

In just indignation (is that all, you'll 
probably ask), 

Tracy SAMUELS 

Cuicaco, 


EDGAR ALLAN POE, 
FOR INSTANCE 
To tHE Eprror oF Lire. 
Sir: 
For some years past I have not only 
been a regular subscriber to Lire, but 


I have also subscribed for from two | 


to six additional copies as Christmas 
gifts to friends, and I think it is only 
fair for me to state why I am not re- 
newing any of these subscriptions. . . . 

It has seemed as though the one 
chief purpose in the minds of those 
who produce the magazine has been 
to circulate propaganda against Prohi- 
bition. 

I have never been an active partici- 
pant in any so-called Reform move- 
ments, but out of an experience of 


The famous Carreras Tobacco Shop 
at 55 Wardour St., London, near Piccadilly Circus, 


Flew strange to see some men who would 
never offer any cigar of lesser quality than an 
imported Havana—bidding friends fill their 
pipes with indifferent tobaccos! Yet CRAVEN 
MIXTURE—finest of imported English pipe 
tobaccos—costs but little more than the ordinary 
variety. 


CRAVEN MIXTURE—a truly fine imported 
tobacco, first blended at the command of the 
Third Earl of Craven in 1867—can now be had 
at the better tobac-onists in America and Canada, 
too. For a liberal sample tin 

send 1o¢ in stamps to 

Carreras, Ltd., Dept. 30, 220 

Fifth Ave., New York. 


To 
PARIS & ITALY 


Marseilles, Vienna, Trieste, 
Italy and Central Europe 


For a change—try this de luxe 
Southern Service to Paris, via Mar- 


seilles. World's fastest motor-ships 
to Paris, Vienna, Trieste, Rome, 
the Riviera and Central Europe. 
The last word in luxurious accom- 
modations and cuisine. Motor ferry 
service—drive on here, drive off at 
destination—no crating or packing; 
surprisingly economical rates. Send 
for brochure of interiors, descrip- 
tions, rates, and sailing dates. 


Any Steamship Agent, or Direct to 
PHELPS & CO., General Agents 


Cosulich Line 


19 Battery Place, New York 
Sail on World’s Fastest Motor Ships 
SATURNIA VULCANIA 


24000 Gross Tons— 24000 Gross Tons— 
No Smoke or Cinders No Smoke or Cinders 


PRESIDENTE WILSON 


Famous for Her Superior Service to Italy 
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Serve Welch’s for breakfast well chilled. 


At the 
Waldorf-Astoria 


for 


Breakfast 


“In the Fifth Avenue dining room 
of the Waldorf in New York,’’ 
says a widely-traveled woman, “I 
first tasted Welch’s Grape Juice for 
breakfast. 


“Now we have Welch’s for our 
breakfast fruit course often at home. 
It’s so delicious and so convenient 
—all squeezed and ready to serve.” 

Because Welch’s is pure fruit 
juice, it is healthful. It gives you 
the valuable laxative properties, 
mineral salts, vitamins that you ex- 
pect of a fresh fruit. 

It is so pure and rich in delicious 
Concord grape flavor that you can 
serve it straight, blended or diluted. 
Recipes are on every label. 

Free— Book of Fruit Drinks—recipes 
and occasions to serve them. Send a 
postcard to The Welch Grape Juice 
Co., L-84, Westfield, N. Y. In Canada 
—St. Catharines, Ont. 


Once you've tasted Welch’s 
no other grape juice will do 


more than fifty years in trying to help 
deliver men and their families from 
the control and effects of the cursed 
appetite which alcohol in almost any 
form creates but never satisfies, I can- 
not look with oe gence | upon the at- 
tempts to discredit and ridicule the 
beneficent effects of Prohibition. In 
_ of the selfish, greedy efforts of 

e bootleggers and their allies in so- 
called high society to break down the 
good results of the Eighteenth 
Amendment, I can see every day of my 
business life in my home town and in 
and around Boston such marked im- 
provement over conditions which pre- 
vailed before the passage of this 
Amendment, that it seems almost in- 
conceivable that the men who furnish 
the articles and cartoons ridiculing 
Prohibition can find publishers willing 
to print or a public ready to be en- 
tertained by them. 

I cannot help the feeling that these 
authors are themselves controlled by 
their craving for alcoholic stimulant 
and often write or draw pictures when 
under the influence of its overindul- 
gence. 

Jounn H. Tempe 


FRAMINGHAM, Mass. 


A CONTRIBUTOR DE- 
CIDES TO CALL ITA DAY 


To THe Eprrors oF LiFe. 
GENTLEMEN: 


The other day I saw in a sketch of 
Mr. Booth Tarkington that Lire had 
returned thirty-one of his pen and ink 
sketches which had convinced him to 
turn to novel writing—hence his ulti- 
mate success. 

For fifteen years I have tried your 
patience—once you even returned a 
skit which, in the excitement of the 
moment, I had failed to mail out with 
the customary stamped envelope. I 
think that the patience of Edison, 
Marconi, and myself is dwarfed in 
comparison with your own. 

So the other day I bought a potato 
warehouse—they tell me there is a 
future in potatoes and I only hope to 
do as well in that line as did Mr. 
Tarkington when he quit sending pen 
sketches to Lire and started writing 
the Great American Novel. 

With all best wishes and hoping you 
all wish me the best of success in my 
new potato business, I am, 


Sincerely, 
Artuur R, Oris 
Granp Rapips, MINN. 


THE streetcar was crowded. 
“Look, Mother!” squealed little Benny, 
as a passenger took a seat opposite. 
“There’s the man who comes every 
week for the furniture money.” , 
THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC., PRINTERS, NEW YORK 


a foretaste of Lteris 
an the Atlantic 


~ F you belong to the inner circle of 
the sophisticates, and understand 
dining for whatitis...anart... 

you always do your crossings on the 
“France’’.coo Here is where you meet 
your friends . . . satisfied for once, be- 
cause they're“home egain”. Here 
is where you never find a disappoint- 
ment on the menu, a flaw in the ser- 
vice, or a bore in the smoking room. 


The “‘France’’is that rare creature, a 
ship with a personality of its own, a 
soul. e+ The “‘France’’ picks its com- 
pany automatically...by virtue of being 
what it is, Versailles afloat, something 
so perfect in its traditions, its very dec- 
orations, that it discourages those who 
don’t “belong”. e+ Six days on the 
“France’’prepares one as nothing else 
can for a visit to France itself. 

Which ever you elect of the weekly ex- 

ress liners via‘‘the longest gangplank 
in the world”, the “‘France’’, “‘ Paris” 
or “Ile De France’, for London - via- 
Plymouth or Paris-via-Le Havre, 
ou have chosen what cannot be 
ered...at Le Havre de Paris no 
tenders .. .a waiting boat-train ... three 


hours, Paris. 


ion from any authorized French Line Agent 


nformati 
ny or write direct to 19 State St., New York Cin 
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LIFE 


did you like 


What is your opinion of the new LIFE? How do you 
like the new make-up, the new features? Did you 
smile with Robert Benchley, John Kieran, Robert 
Sherwood, Walter Winchell, Baird Leonard and 
Agnes Smith? What do you think of Neighborhood 
News, Life Lines, the other new departments? 


This sample copy of the new LIFE is just a hint of 
the good things in the LIFEs to come. New features 
—new artists—new writers: if you want a good laugh 
at what’s going on in the world, read the new LIFE. 


Write to the Editor zow, Tell him what you think of 
the new LIFE. We want your opinion! Just to make 
it absurdly easy, we have sketched out for you the kind 
of opinion we like best. Nothing you could say on 
your most expensive stationery would please us more! 


Dear Editor: 


Enclosed find five dollars for 
a year's subscription....that's 


what I think of the new LIFE! 4 ' 
Yours truly, | 


598 Madison Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. 


